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PREFACE. 

To the average school-boy the Chorus of a Greek Tragedy 
is an object of mingled hatred and derision— of derision, 
because at any call for action the attitude of the Chorus 
is generally characterized by helpless indecision — of 
hatred, because it was its wont to sing particularly hard 
Greek. Of the two feelings the hatred arising from the 
increased labour of "preparation" is probably the stronger, 
and in some cases it survives so long, that I have heard 
one of the most successful headmasters of modem times 
spitefully describe the great ode at the beginning' of the 
Agamemnon^ as " that chorus of Red Indians.^' Yet, all 
difficulties of text or interpretation notwithstanding, it 
may well be that the choral odes from which the Greek 
drama took its rise may prove in the end one of its most 
enduring claims to our admiration. The loss of the 
greater and, as we may conjecture, the better, part of the 
works of Pindar has raised these choral odes from the 
Greek dramatists to a position of greatly increased interest 
and importance, and there is a whole realm of Greek 
thought and of Greek religion to which they are our only 
guide. To print a collection of these odes apart from 
their contexts may at first sight seem a literary offence, 
but I would plead that the contexts are likely to be well 
known to most of my readers, and that in case this little 
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volume should fall into any less learned hands I have in 
my " Notes " endeavoured briefly to indicate the relation 
of each chorus to the drama in which it occurs. To the 
objection that *^ nobody ever has translated a Greek 
chorus and nobody ever will," an answer is more difficult 
Probably, those of my kind helpers who have approached 
most nearly to success would be the readiest to confess 
their failure ; but there are failures and failures, and where 
entire success, as in the great choruses of iCschylus, is 
manifestly impossible, to have failed splendidly establishes 
a claim to gratitude, which only ignorance or hyper- 
criticism will refuse to allow. 

It will be observed that all the versions quoted in this 
volume have been made since the beginning of the present 
century. I have thus been able to avoid too violent 
diversities of style, while in my short Introduction and 
Bibliography I have endeavoured briefly to sketch the 
history of English verse translations of the Greek 
dramatists from the sixteenth century to our own time. 
I have Only further to note, that after much consideration 
I have thought it better to adopt a uniform Greek text, 
that of the last Oxford edition of Dindorf s Poeta Scenici^ 
throughout my selection. Variations from this text in the 
editions used by translators I have endeavoured to record 
in my Notes. 

The list of the obligations I have incurred in editing 
this little volume is a long one. I owe my best thanks to 
Pro£ Campbell, Mr. A. E. Housman, Mr. Morshead, 
Mr. Ernest Myers, Mr. C. Kegan Paul, Mr. George 
Soutar, and Mr. A. W. Verrall for translations previously 
unpublished or specially made for this collection ; to 
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Prof. Campbell, Madame Darmesteter, Mr. Gladstone, 
Mr. Morshead, Miss Swanwick, -Mr. Swinburne, Mr. 
Verrall, Judge Webb, Mr. Oscar Wilde, and Sir George 
Young for permission to quote translations already pub- 
lished ; to the representatives of John Hookham Frere, 
Prof. Kennedy, and Thomas Love Peacock for similar 
courtesies ; to Mr. John Murray for leave to use the 
translations of Dean Milman, and to Messrs. Bentley & 
Son, Kegan Paul, Trench & Co., Macmillan & Co., 
Pickering and Chatto, Ward and Lock, and the Cambridge 
Greek Play Committee for their cordial liberality. Mr. 
Browning's permission to use his translations from the 
Hercules Furens and that of Mrs Browning from the 
Prometheus Vinctus I mention separately, because of the 
peculiarly kind letter (written from Venice only a few 
days before his last illness) by which it was accompanied. 
In closing the list of my obligations I wish also to 
acknowledge my great debt to Mr. F. W. Waldock for 
his unwearied pains in revising the Greek proofs, a task 
made unusually laborious both by the extreme delicacy of 
the type and the difficulty of ranging the English versions 
conveniently with their originals. 

ALFRED W. POLLARD. 
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INTRODUCTION. 

In the Catalogue of the English Books published before 
1640, of which copies exist in the British Museum, there 
is no entry of any kind under the heading i£schylus ; 
Sophocles is represented only by Watson's translation of 
the Antigone into Latin verse {LondoHy 1581, 4to) ; 
Euripides, by three editions of the Phcenissa as " trans- 
lated and digested into Acte,'* under the name oijocasta^ 
by George Gascoigne and F. Kinwelmershe ; Aristophanes 
only by a Greek text of the KnightSy published by 
J. Barnes at Oxford in 1593. The study of Greek made 
slow progress in England after the first enthusiasm 
begot by the Oxford Reformers had spent itself but the 
dramatists fared even especially badly in comparison with 
other authors. Thus of Homer before 1640 there had 
appeared not only Chapman's renowned translation, of 
which successive instalments were issued between 1598 
and 1616, but a Greek text printed by Bishop in 1591, a 
Clavis Homericay and versions of the Bairachomyomachia 
by Fowldes, and of ten books of the Iliad translated by^ 
Hall from the French. Of Herodotus, as Mr. Lang has 
lately reminded us, Bamaby Rich Englished the first and 
second books in 1584. Thucydides had been translated 
through the French as early as 1550, and the version by 
the philosopher Hobbes appeared in 1629. The Cyro- 
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padia and the CEconomicus of Xenophon also existed in 
numerous forms, and the Anabasis fotind a translator in 
J. Bingham in 1623. The list could easily be extended, 
but is perhaps already long enough to prove our point 
that in the i6th Century the dramatists were among the 
least favoured of the Greek classics. With professed 
scholars, amid whom we must reckon some learned and 
royal ladies, they certainly found a home. In his A polo- 
gie for Poetrie Sir Philip Sidney quotes from the Ajax 
and the Medea^ and we know that the works of Sophocles 
and Euripides formed part of the library of Mary, Queen 
of Scots. In Ascham's Scolemaster these two authors 
are frequently referred to. In his judgment — 

" In Tragedies (the goodliest Argument of All, 
and for the use, either of a learned preacher or a 
civill gentleman, more profitable than Homer, Pindar, 
Virgin and Horace, yea, comparable in myne opinion, 
with the doctrine of Aristotle, Plato, and Xenophon), 
the Grecians, Sophocles and Euripides, far over- 
match our Seneca in Latin, namely in olKovojuia et 
decora^ although Senecaes elocution and verse be 
verie commendable for his tyme." 

In another place Ascham reckons all the four Greek 
dramatists of whom we possess works as, among the 
authors " of which, I thank God, even my poor studie 
lacketh not one." We may conjecture, however, without 
serious injustice, that he was somewhat less familiar with 
^schylus than with Sophocles and Euripides, whom he 
quotes and praises much more freely. T\^ unfortunate 
lacuna by which in the editio princeps of -^schylus 
(Venice, 1518) no less than 1268 verses were omitted 
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from the Agamemnon^ must have seriously damaged the 
poet's feune, and even if Ascham possessed the 1552 
edition, the first in which the mistake was rectified, the 
labours of some generations o( commentators were needed 
before the splendour of the greatest Greek poet could 
be fully appreciated. It may be mentioned that one play 
of Aristophanes, and perhaps only one, the Plutus, in 
which he turns his back on the Old Comedy, was certainly 
pbpular in the i6th century. John Dome, the Oxford 
bookseller, sold nearly a dozen copies of it, mostly how- 
ever in Latin, in the course of a single year. Of the other 
plays we hear little or nothing till the edition of the 
Eguites by Barnes in 1593. 

The Jocasta of Gascoigne and Kinwelmershe has some 
claim on our attention, not only as the first English 
imitation of a Greek tragedy, but also for its intrinsic 
merits, which are not inconsiderable. The play was 
composed in 1566, and of its five acts Gascoigne was 
responsible for the second, third, and last, and his 
collaborator for the first and fourth. Their treatment of 
their original was exceedingly free, and in the choruses 
they borrow little more than a general idea. Chaucer's 
seven-line stanza was their favourite metre, and in the 
following variation on the theme w noAuMox6oc "ApHc 
{PhoenisscB^ 783, etc.), Gascoigne uses it with fine effect. 

O fierce and furioas God, whose harmfttll harte, 

Rejoyceth most to shed the giltlesse blood, 

Whose headie wil doth all the world subvert. 

And dotli^ envie the pleasant mery moode, 

Of our estate that erst in quiet stoode, 

Why doest thou thus our harmeless towne annoye 

Which mightie Bacchus governed m joye ? 
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Father of warre and death, that dost remove 
With wratbfull wrecke from wofull mothers' breast. 
The trustie pledges of their tender love, 
So graunt the Gods, that for our finall rest, 
Dame Venus' pleasant lookes may please thee best, 
Wherby when thou shalt all amazed stand, 
The sword may fall out of thy trembling hand. 

And thou maist prove some other way full well 
The bloudie prowesse of thy mightie speare, 
Wherwith thou raisest from the depth of hell, 
The wrathfull sprites of all the furies there, 
Who when they wake, do wander every where, 
And never rest to range aboute the coastes, 
T enriche that pit with spoile of damned ghostes. 

And when thou hast our fieldes forsaken thus, 
Let cniell discorde beare thee companie. 
Engirt with snakes and serpents venemoof. 
Even she that can with red vermilion dye 
The gladsome greene that florished pleasantly, 
And make the greedie grounde a drinking cup. 
To sup the blond of murderid bodyes up. 

Yet thou retume, O joye and pleasant peace. 
From whence thou didst against our will departe, 
Ne let thy worthie minde from travell cease. 
To chase disdaine out of the poysoned harte. 
That raised warre to all our paynes and smarte. 
Even from the brest of (Edipus his sonne, 
Whose swelling pride hath all this jarre begonne. 

And thou, great God, that doth all things decree. 
And sitst on highe above the starrie skies, 
Thou chiefest cause of causes all that bee, 
Regard not his offence but heare our cries, 
And speedily redresse our miseries ; 
For what can we poore wofull wretches doe 
But crave thy aide, and onely cleave thereto? 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Introduction. xv 

There is some good poetry in this, especially in the 
fourth stanza, but very little of Euripides. Yet, had the 
drama in England followed the course which Sir Philip 
Sidney unwisely desired for it, Gascoigne's Joceuta might 
well claim to be reckoned as a landmark in its history. 
Happily, however, for England, the hot blood that ran in 
the veins of the Elizabethan poets refused to be regulated 
by the frigidity of Seneca, or even by the more human 
example of Euripides, and the Jocasia remained without 
an imitator. Putting aside minute points, such as 
possible reminiscences of Aristophanes in Ben Jonson, 
it may be said broadly that the English drama, in the 
age when it attained its most splendid development, was 
not only uninfluenced by, but superbly unconscious o( its 
Greek predecessor. Lovers of English literature have, 
on the whole, no cause to regret this unconsciousness ; 
nor, in any case, is this the place to consider how far it 
might have been possible for classical models to have 
steadied without deadening the tumultuous life which 
in our English dramatists, so quickly wore itself to 
decay. 

One thing only, from the special point of view of this 
volume, we may surely regret — that no one of the greater 
Elizabethans ever deigned to translate a lyric passage 
from his Attic forerunners. The translation would very 
possibly have been inaccurate ; so are Shelley's. But, as 
with Shelley, so with the Elizabethan lyrists, in even the 
second-best of their verse there is a magic and a charm 
which we look for in vain in numberless poets not 
undeservedly called great, and which is rarely found In 
translations, even at their best For a play of ^Eschylus 
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translated by Marlowe, for a play of Sophocles translated 
by Shakespeare, for a play of Euripides translated by 
Webster, it is idle to speculate what we could afford to 
surrender in exchange ; but we may well hurl our curse 
at the slothful ness of the English scholars who left 
Shakespeare to search for his classical themes in North's 
Plutarch, and would not provide the greatest of all 
adapters with a prose version of a Greek dramatist from 
which to steaL 

The century which followed the composition of Jocasta 
thus contains few facts of any importance for the history 
of the Greek drama in England. In 1649 such similarity 
as could be traced between the execution of Charles I. 
and the murder of Agamemnon induced Christopher 
Wase to publish at the Hague a very poor verse transla- 
tion of the Electra^ which he dedicated to the Princess 
Elizabeth. In 165 1 appeared T. Randolph's prose 
comedy. Hey for Honesty / Down with Knavery / 
founded on the Plutus of Aristophanes, and eight 
years later a more formal translation was made by 
a certain H. B. Besides these works, we need only 
note, in passing, the affection of Milton for Euripides, 
his hesitation between tragic and epic models for his 
Paradise Lost, and his adoption of the form of Greek 
tragedy for his Samson Agonistes (1671). But in 1663 
Thomas Stanley published, in London, his notable edition 
of ^schylus, with a Latin translation and commentary ; 
and two years later there appeared, at Cambridge, the 
first instalment of a Greek and Latin edition of Sophocles. 
Of Euripides, whose popularity in England had "begun so 
much earlier than that of ^schylus, a complete edition 
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was delayed until 1694 (7. Hayes: Cantabrigia\ and the 
Aristophanes published in 1695 only contained two plays, 
the Plutus and the Clouds. But we may reckon that by 
the end of the seventeenth century the study of the 
Greek dramatist had engaged the serious attention of 
English scholars, and begin to look for its results in more 
popular forms. 

As we have seen, the Jocasta of Gascoigne bore only 
a distant resemblance to the PhanisscB, its nominal 
original and Wase's Electra is beneath contempt. 
The first important verse translations from the Greek 
tragedians must thus be assigned to the beginning of the 
eighteenth century. The honour of publishing them 
belongs to Bernard Lintott, who appears to have planned 
an elaborate series of monthly volumes, the progress of 
which was prematurely stopped, probably from want of 
sufficient support The first volume-of the series was an 
anonymous version (by Lewis Theobald) of the Ajax of 
Sophocles ; and in justice to Lintott^s memory I quote 
some sentences of his address, '' The Publisher to the 
Reader," as a record of his good intentions : — 

" The Reputation of the Ancient Greek Tragedy is so univer- 
sally known, that there can be no occasion for an apology to 
usher in a Translation of em. I will only beg leave, therefore, 
to acquaint you with my present Design in the prosecution of 
that Attempt and the manner in which I intend to execute it. 

•• I have by me the Tragedies of -^schylus, Sophocles, and 
Euripides, Translated into English blank Verse ; they are all, 
as I have been assur'd by several Gentlemen of allow'd Judg- 
ment in these Matters, very exactly done from the Greek ; the 
sense of the several Authors is everywhere very faithfully given ; 
and where-ever the regard which was necessary to be had to our 
own Language would allow of it, the Translation is so near the 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



xviii Introduction. 

Original, as to be of use to the Learners of the Greek Language, 
by the assistance it may give them in the construction of these 
Authors ; and wherever the Translators have been obliged to 
take more than ordinary Liberty in departing from the words 
of the Text, Care is taken at the same time to give the literal 
interpretadon of the Greek in the Notes. Tho' this Transla- 
tion (as it is but a Translation, and by its nature consequently 
confin'd and cramp'd in the Diction) may not come up to that 
Beauty of Language and Expression which is to be found in 
some of the best of our Original English Tragedies ; yet it is 
hop'd that nothing will be found in the Stile, that is either 
Cold, Mean, or absolutely below this kind of Writing . . . 

*' I have given the publick the Ajax of Sophocles as a speci- 
men of my Undertaking. If they think fit to encourage it, I 
intend to give 'em one every Month, till I have gone thro' all 
the Greek Tragedies. 

" I had forgot to observe, that when the Works of any one 
Author (as iEschylus) are compleated, there will be an Account 
of his Life, and a proper Critical Preface prefix'd before 'em." 

The anonymous version of the Ajtuc (17 14), to which 
Lintott prefixed this modest address, was followed by the 
Electra (17 14) and the (Edipus Tyrannus (17 15), to both 
of which Theobald put his name, dedicating the former 
to Addison and the latter to the Earl of Rockingham. 
Who were the other members of Lintott's band of trans- 
lators we have no means of knowing, for the series 
never went beyond the third volume. It is possible 
that Theobald contemplated executing the whole series 
himself, as in 17 15, when Lintott was presumably tired of 
the speculation, prose versions of the Clouds and the 
Plutus of Aristophanes were published for Theobald by 
Jonas Brown. The following chorus from the CEdipus 
Rex shows the translator at his best, and I therefore give 
it as a specimen of his powers : — 
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may it ever be my Fate 
Justly those sacred Truths to rate ; 

And those blest Laws that have their Rise 

From Wisdom Ipdg'd above the Skies, 

Those which the Olympian King alone 

Dictates from his eternal Throne, 

(Unlike to those weak mortals frame), 

Live unaboUsh'd, still the same ! 
Sprung from the God, replete with heav'nly Fire, 
They baffle Time, and ke«p their Strength entire. 

The Tyra6t and illegal Man 

From Pride and rash Contempt began ; 

Pride and Contempt that left him high 

O'er Mountains of Impiety ; 

Till plac'd aloft he dazzled grows. 

And in his Fear his Hold foregoes. 

1 may the City's Cares succeed. 
Nor envying Fates their search mislead. 

With ardent humble Prayr's the Gods I'll move ; 
The Gods shall still my kind Protectors prove ! 

But whoe'er in Word or Deed 

Does from the sacred Laws recede. 

No divine Resentments fearing, 

Nor the hallow'd Shrines revering, 

If licentious E^ase beguile him, 

If dishonest Gains defile him. 
If he pursue corrupting Pleasure, 
Or grasps at unpermitted Treasure, 

Some rigid Doom his Guilt o'ertake ! 

£lse who hereafter will contrOul 
' The Sallies of his impious Soul? 

If no avenging Judgments shake 

The triumphs of the dissolu,te, 

'Tis time th' instructive Choirs be mute. 

Let mistaking zeal no more 

The Truths of Oracles adore ; 

No more to th' Lycian Temples pressing. 

Or th' Olympian God addressing 
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If Apollo do not right faim 

On the impious doubts, that slight him : 
But thou Eternal Jove ! that bearest 
Rule Universal ; if thou hearest 

The dire Neglect, avenge thy Son. 

For all th' Gracious Truths of old, 

That were to wretched Laius told, 

Have lost their credit and Renown. 

Apollo's Honours sink apace, 

All the Deity gives place. 

Though Lintott's projected series came to an untimely 
end, the study of the Greek dramatists continued to 
make its way during the first half of the eighteenth 
century. It may rather, however, be said to have shared 
in the increased attention devoted to Greek poetry in 
general, as witnessed by the success of Pope's Homer 
and by the versions of Sappho and Anacreon by Ambrose 
Philipps, than to have itSelf specially advanced in public 
favour. The Hecuba of Euripides formed the ground- 
work of a tragedy published by Richard West in 1726, 
and another version was made by T. Morel! in 1749, a 
year which also saw the publication of a rendering of the 
Iphigeneia in Tauris as part of Gilbert West's edition of 
Pindar. In 1758 a renewed attempt was made to 
present the complete works of a Greek dramatist in an 
adequate English translation, and this time with better 
success. The translator was Thomas Francklin, Professor 
of Greek in the University of Cambridge ; and the two 
handsome quarto volumes of his version of Sophocles 
were dedicated, by special permission, to the Prince of 
Wales, and subscribed for by so many noblemen, states- 
men, and classical scholars, that their names fill twenty 
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columns. Francklin has lately been acclaimed as the 
best of the eighteenth ceptury translators from the 
dramatists — ^no very high distinction — ^and he is perhaps 
a little less purely declamatory than Potter; but the 
following version of a chorus from the Trachima does 
not impress me as the work of a great artist, though I 
think it is at least a fair specimen of the translator's 
powers : — 



On thee we call, great god of day 
To whom the night, with all her starry train, 

Yields her solitary reign, 
To send us some propitious ray : 
Say thou, whose all-beholding eye 
Doth nature's every part descry. 
What dang'rous ocean, or what land unknown 
From Deianira keeps Alcinena's valiant son. 



For she nor joy nor comfort knows. 
But weeps her absent lord, and vainly tries 
To close her ever-streaming eyes. 

Or sooth her sorrows to repose : 
IJke the sad bird of night, alone 
She makes her solitary moan ; 
And still, as on her widow'd bed reclin'd 
She lyes, unnumber'd fears perplex her anxious mind. . 



Ev'n as the troubled billows roar, 
When angry Boreas rules th' inclement skies 
And waves on waves tumultuous rise 

To lash the Cretan shore : 
Thus sorrows still on sorrows prest, 
Fill the great Alcides' breast ; 
Unfading yet shall his fair virtues bloom. 
And some protecting god preserve him from the tomK 
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Wherefore, to better thoughts inclin'd, 
Let us with hope's fair prospect fill thy breast, 
Calm thy anxious thoughts to rest, 

And ease thy troubled mind : 
No bliss on man, unmix'd with woe, 
Doth Jove, great lord of all, bestow ; 
But good with ill and pleasure still with pain, 
Like heaven's revolving signs, alternate reign. 

Not always do the shades of night remain, 

Nor ever with hard fate is man oppress'd ; 
The wealth that leaves us may return again, 
Sorrow and joy successive fill the breast. 
Fearless then of every ill, 
Let cheerful hope support thee still ; 
Remember, queen, there is a pow'r above ; 
And when did the great Father, careful Jove, 
Foi^get his children dear, and kind paternal love? 

Francklin's translation appears to have been regarded 
as a success ; and a new edition was published in 1766, 
with the addition of a dissertation on Greek tragedy by 
the translator. In the year of its first publication (1759) 
interest in the Greek theatre had also been fanned by an 
English version of P^re Brumoy's Thidtre des Grecs, in 
which Mrs. Lennox was assisted by several English 
scholars, amongst others, by Dr. Johnson. In 1774, 
Michael WodhuU (now, perhaps, best known as a col- 
lector of books and an employer of the most famous of 
English binders, Roger Payne) issued proposals for a 
translation of Euripides, but his leisurely methods of 
work caused him to be anticipated by Robert Potter, 
Vicar of Lowestoft, among whose defects that of lack 
of industry can assuredly not be reckoned. To Potter 
belongs the unique distinction of having rendered into 
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English verse the whole of the tragedies of ^schylus, 
Sophocles, and Euripides, which have come down to us 
intact His version of ^Eschylus appeared in 1777-78, 
and reached a second edition the following year. In 
1 78 1 he published the first volume of his Euripides, and 
the second in 1783. But here he had no longer the field 
to himself, for in 1780 had appeared an anonymous transr 
lation (by J. Bannister) of four tragedies of Euripides, 
and in 1782 Wodhull, awakened from his sleep, produced, 
in four quarto volumes, a version, not only of the nineteen 
tragedies still extant, but of the Fragments as well. 
Under these circumstances, it is hardly surprising that 
none of the rival translations attained, during the century 
in which it was issued, the honours of a second edition. 
Potter's friends, however, urged him to continue his 
task ; and, undaunted by the comparative failure of his 
Euripides, or by the high reputation of the existing 
version by Francklin, he set to work on the tragedies of 
Sophocles ; and in 1788 this last fruit of his classical 
labours was issued from the press. 

Of Potter's merits as a translator, more particularly as 
a translator of choral odes, it is not easy to speak quite 
fairly. Some tenderness is due to a man of so much 
industry and enthusiasm, and, when viewed in con- 
nection with the poetry of the time, his work will appear 
something more than creditable. When Dr. Johnson 
published his depreciatory estimate of Gray, Potter 
became the poet's apologist ; and his choral translations 
are not without traces of Gray's influence. Here is a 
bit from the Septem contra ThebaSy which seems to me 
a fair example of his work ; — 
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Woe, woe, intolerable woe 1 

Fierce from their camps the hosts advance, 

Before their march with thund'ring tread 

Proud o'er the plain then' fiery coursers prance. 
And hither bend their footsteps dread : 
Yon cloud of dust that chokes the air, 
A true tho* tongueless messenger, 
Marks plain the progress of the foe. 
And now the horrid clash of arms, 

That, like the torrent, whose impetuous tide 
Roars down the mountain's craggy side, 
Shook the wide fields with fierce alarms, 
With nearer terrors strikes our souls, 
And thro' our chaste recesses rolls : 

Hear, all ye pow'rs of Heav'n, propitious hear, 

And check the furies of this threat'niog war ! 

This is fair declamatory verse ; and, both in his choruses 
and his decasyllabics (as, for instance, in the speech of 
Hsemon to Creon in the Antigone) it is in dedajnation 
that Potter shows to the best advantage. But, though in 
his comparative lyrical incapacity he belongs to the poets 
of An older school, his work has some claims to attention 
in relation to the great outburst of poetry which marked 
the opening years of the nineteenth century. It is surely 
noteworthy that the decade which heralded the poetical 
return to Nature in the first works of Burns, Cowper, 
and Crabbe, was the same in which the complete works 
of the Greek tragedians were for the first time made 
accessible to English readers. There is the less reason 
to suppose the coincidence to have been purely acci- 
dental when we look forward to the years in which 
Wordsworth, Scott, Byron, and Coleridge were writing 
their best. Potter died in 1804, at a great age, having 
seen only one of his translations attain a second edition. 
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But in 1808 all his three versions were reprinted, and 
new editions of his -^schylus were published in 1809 
and 1 8 19, and of his Euripides in 18 14. In 1809 also 
re-issues were demanded, both of Francklin's Sophocles 
and of WodhulPs Euripides. The poets of the beginning 
of the century were too busy with great original work to 
give themselves seriously to the labour of translation ; 
and Potter, Wodhull, and Francklin were allowed to 
retain the field. But, under the influence of Porson, 
English scholarship had at last fully awakened to the 
splendour of the Greek drama, and the number of texts 
and critical editions published between 1800 and 1830 
affords the greatest possible contrast to our previous 
apathy. 

The revival of the practice of translation began with 
Mitchell's Aristophanes (1820-22). Boyd's version of the 
Agamemnon followed in 1823 ; and three other transla- 
tions of this play were published before the close of 1832 
— the most noticeable that by John Symmons, the others 
by J. S. Harford and Thomas Medwin, the friend of 
Shelley. In 1824 a new version of Sophocles was 
published by the Rev. Thomas Dale, of' Corpus Christi 
College, Cambridge. This has never been reprinted, but 
has certainly more poetic merit than either Francklin's 
or Potter's. The following chorus from 'the (Edipus 
Coloneus is far too free a paraphrase to deserve 
enthusiastic praise, but in rhythm and feeling affords 
an agreeable changie to the turgid rhetoric of earlier 
versions : — 
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If to thee, eternal Queen, 
Empress of the worlds unseen ; 
Mighty Pluto, if to tHee, 
Hdls terrific Deity, 
Lips of mortal mould may dare 
Breathe the solemn suppliant prayer. 
Grant the stranger swift release. 
Bid the mourner part in peace, 
Guide him where in silence deep 
All that once were mortal sleep. 
Since relentless Fate hath shed 
Sorrows o'er thy guiltless head, . 
In thy pangs let mercy stay thee, 
In the grave let rest repay thee. 

Powers of Night 1 Infernal Maids I 
Monster-guardian of the shades ! 
Who. as antique legends tell, 
Keep'st the brazen porch of Hell, 
And with ceaseless yell dost rave 
Fearful from thy gloomy cave ; 
Thou, whose mighty bulk of yore 
Earth to sable Tartarus bore ; 
Veil thy terrors, quell thine anger, 
Gently meet the passing stranger, 
Sinking now with welcome speed 
To the dwellings of the dead. 
Thou, the ward of Hell who keepest ! 
Thou, the guard who never sleepest ! 



The merits and defects of this translation are closely 
similar to those which mark the work of Joseph Anstice, 
one of the earliest translators, whom I have laid under 
contribution for the present volume. Anstice's versions 
are almost always full of music and grace, though they 
lack power, and too frequently descend to mere para- 
phrase. The publication of his volume of choruses, save 
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in its single authorship and the absence of the Greek 
text, so closely similar in plan to my own, may fully bring 
to a close this brief survey of the most noteworthy 
translations from the Greek dramatists, down to the 
period from which my selection begins. 

ALFRED W. POLLARD. 
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PROMETHEUS VINCTUS. 

393—434. 

(rrevco cse rac ouXoMCvac orp. 

Tuxac, TTpOMHeeO, 

baKpuoioraicrov 6' hxC ooocov 

^a&ivcbv A€i^oM€va ^oc napeiav 

voTioic exefEa naraic* 

aMCfotpTa rap rabc Zeu^ 

ibiolC VOMOIC KpOTUVCOV 

On€pH9avov 6eotQ toic 
tndpoc ev, beiKVUGiv aiXMOV. 

nponaoa V h&h oxovoev avr, 

\eAaK€ X^P^i 

MefoXooxHMOva x . apxoi- 

oiTpenH * * orevouai xav oav 

EuvoMoiMOVcov xe xijuav, 

onoooi X* InoiKOv ^rvac 

•Aoiac €5oc V€MOvxai, 

MefoXoaxovoiai ooic ir^- 

MCiai aufKoiMvouai OvhxoI* 

KoAx^^C T6 rac evoiKOi orp. 

napOevoi, jnox^C axpeoxoi, 
Kal ZkuOhc ojuitAoc, 01 fdc 
eoxonrov xonov ojuKpi Maia»^ 
XIV exouai \iMVov, 

'Apa^lac X* ap€iov av0oc, evr. 

uyiKpHMVOV 6* 01 noXtOMCt 
KauKoiaou neAag vejuovxai, 
bdioc oxpaxbc, oEunpcppoi- 
01 pp€M(PV ev olxAiaic. 
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PROMETHEUS VINCTUS. 

398-434- 

I MOAN thy fate, I moan for thee, 

Prometheus ! From my eyes too tender, 
Drop after drop incessantly 

The tears of my heart's pity render 
My cheeks^wet from their fountains free ; 
Because that Zeus, the stem and cold, 
Whose law is taken from his breast, 
Uplifts his sceptre manifest 
Over the gods of old. 

All the land is moaning 
With a murmured plaint to-day ; 

All the mortal nations 

Having habitations 
In the holy Asia 

Are a dirge entoning 
For thine honour and thy brothers'. 
Once majestic beyond others 

In the old belief, — 
Now are groaning in the groaning 

Of thy deep-voiced grief. 

Mourn the maids inhabitant 

Of the Colchian land, 
Who with white, calm bosoms stand 

In the battle's roar : 
Mourn the Scythian tribes that haunt 
The verge of earth, Maeotis' shore. 

Yea 1 Arabia's battle-crown 
And dwellers in the beetling town 
Mount Caucasus sublimely nears, — 
An iron squadron, thundering down 
With the sharp-prowed spears. 
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Movov Vw TTpoaOev aA\ov ev novoic 

tajicvT' QKaMavTobeToic 

TiTOva AuMOK ebiboMQV 6€cv 

"AtAqv, og aiev Cwepoxov aSevoc 

Kpcrraibv rac oupdviov t€ ttoAov 

vcoTOiQ oxa>v OTcva^ci. 

Po^ 6€ ncvTioc KAubiOV 

EuAmiTvcov, oTcvei puObCi 

KcAaiVcc "Mboc 6* unoppejjci Muxoc rfi<:, 

irarat 6* drvopurcov noTOMajv 

OTivouatv a\f oc oiicTpov. 



PROMETHEUS VINCTUS. 
887—906. 

H GKMpbc H (KXpbc OC (JTp. 

npwTOC €V rva)M9 t66' epdGTao€ koI fXoxj- 

09 6l€MU6oA6rHO€V, 

coQ TO KHbeOoai ko8* cau- 
Tov apioreuei juoKp^* 

KOt MHT€ TWV nAou- 

Tcp biaepuTnx)jui€vcov 

MHT€ Tcov fcwa MeraAuvoMevcov 

ovTO xepvHTov epaoreOoai roMCov. 
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But one other before have I seen to remain 

By invincible pain 
Bound and vanquished, — one Titan ! 'twas Atlas, who 

bears 
In a curse from the gods, by that strength of his own 

Which he evermore wears, 
The weight of the heaven on his shoulder alone, 

While he sighs up the stars ; 
And the tides of the ocean wail bursting their bars,-^ 

Murmurs still the profound, 
And black Hades roars up through the chasm of the 

ground, 
And the fountains of pure-running rivers moan low 

In a pathos of woe. 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning. 



PROMETHEUS VINCTUS. 
887—906. 

Oh, wise was he, oh, wise was he 
Who first within his spirit knew, 
And with his tongue declared it true. 
That love comes best that comes unto 

The equal of degree ! 
And that the poor and that the low 
Should seek no love from those above 
Whose souls are fluttered with the flow 
Of airs about their golden height. 
Or proud because they see a-row 
Ancestral crowns of light 
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MHnoT€ MHnoTe M*> ^ 

TTOTViai Moipai Aexecov Aibc euvd- 

Tetpav t&oiqOe neAouaav* 

MH&e nXadeiHV fajneTa 

Tivl Tcav €£ oup<ivoG. 

Tap3a) rap aorep- 

fdvopa nopOeviav 

ebopaxj* Moug Mffa &oifTOM€vov 

l>U(3nXdvoic"Hpac oAaTciaK novcov. 



CMoi V OTi M€V OMoXbc 6 fOMOQ 
aqko^oc, ou 6€&ia, mh&€ Kp€i<3- 
Govcov d€a>v IpoK d^u- 

KTOV OMMO TTpOO&pdKOl M€. 

drrd\ejLioc o&c f * 6 iroAeMOC, dnopa 
iTopiAioc* 0U&* exco TIC dv fevoi^av. 
Tov AtOQ fdp oux 6pa> 
MHTiv ono <pufotM* dv. 
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Oh, never, never may ye, Fates, 
Behold me with your awful eyes, 
Lift mine too fondly up the skies 

Where Zeus upon the purple waits ! 
Nor let me step too near — ^too near 

To any suitor, bright from heaven : 
Because I see, because I fear 

This loveless maiden vexed and laden 

By this fell curse of Her^, driven 
On wanderings dread and drear. 



Nay, grant an equal troth instead 

Of nuptial love, to bind me by ! 
It will not hurt, I shall not dread 

To meet it in reply. 
But let not love from those above 
Revert and fix me, as I said, 

With that inevitable Eye ! 
I have no sword to fight that fight, 
I have no strength to tread that path, 
I know not if my nature hath 
The power to bear, I cannot see 
Whither from Zeus's infinite 
I have the power to fiee. 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning. 
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SEPTEM CONTRA THEBAS. 

720—791. 

n€9piKa Toiv cbXcaiotKOv GTp. a. 

6ebv, ou Ocoig ojnoiav, 

navoAHefi, KOKOMavTiv 

noTpbc euKTaiav ' Epivuv 

TcAeaai toc ncpiOuMouc 

Kordpag Ot&ino&a 3Aa\|a9p6vo<:. 

nai5oA€Tcop V epic a6' oTpuvei. 



EevoQ &€ KAHpouc emvcojuid 
XaAu3oc SKuda>v anoiKoc> 
KTcdvcov xpHMOTobairac 
TTiKpbc, a>M69pcov oi5apoc> 
XOova vaieiv bianAXac, 
onooav Kal 9eiMevoiaiv kotcxciv, 
Ta)v MCfaAcov nebicov oiMoipouc. 



enei&av auTOKTovcog orp. ^ , 

auTobdiicTOt OdvcoGi, 

KQi xOovia Kovic nii4 

McAaMTTafeQ aijuia 9oiviov, 

TK av KaOopMOuc nopoi, 

TIC dv 096 XOUO€l€V; c^ 

TTOVOl bOMCOV V€Ol HoAai- 

01(31 GUMMlfClQ KOKOIC. 
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SEPTEM CONTRA THEBAS. 
720—791. 

I AM shuddering with sad fear 
Of the ruin hovering near, — 
Lest the power of godless might 
Alien from the lords of light, 
Seer infallible of ill, 
Dark Erinnys, should fulfil 
CEdipus' infatuate vows 
'Gainst the children of his house. 
Still she holds her destined path. 
Prompted by a father's wrath. 
Now this child-destroying strife 
Lends her purpose instant life. 

Ruthless Iron sways the lot 
That shall portion them the plot 
Each shall hold. A stranger he 
From the Scythian colony 
Once that passed the Pontic deep 
To Chalybia's country steep. 
Stem divider, judge severe ! 
What possession find they here ? 
What their heritage ? So much 
As the dead man's corpse may touch, 
So much either shall obtain ; 
Nothing more of all yon plain. 

When fratricidal death 

Hath stopped their raging breath, 
And Earth's dust drunk deep draughts of sinful gore, 

What charm may purge the guilt 

Of blood so foully spilt ? 
Whose hand shall bathe them ? — O unhappy store . 
Of fresh woes for this house, blent with the woes before ! 
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lo jEschylus^ 

noXaifevH fap \6r(>> &vt. 3'. 

nop3aaiav a)Kvnoivov* 

uicova b' €C Tpirov M^ver 

'AnoAXcovoc cCtc Ad'tbc 

3ia, Tplc euTOVTOC ev 

M6001Li<|>d\0lC TTuOiKoic 

XpHOTHpioic evdoKOvra Hv- 

vac dT€p aa>^eiv noMv. 



KpOTHOelc ^* €K (ptAcov a^ouXioic orp. f. 

cfeivaTO M€v juiopov auT<}>, 

noTpOKTOvov Ol6m66av, 

6c5T€ MH npbc dpfav 

oneipac dpoupav, iv* £Tpd(pH, 

jSi^av aiMorroeaaav 

cTAa. napdvoia ouvdfe 

vuM<piouc (pp€va>\€ic* 

KOK&v 5' cjonep OoAaoaa kGm' afei* avr. r. 

TO M€v niTVOV, dAAo &' deipei 

Tpixa\ov, o KQi n€pl npu- 

Mvav it6\£(0C KaxAd<€i. 

M€Ta6u V dAKa 6i' 6Aifou 

Tcivei nupfoc ev €up€i. 

beboiKa 6c ouv 3aaiA£0oi 

MH noAic baMQoB^. 

TcAciai fap iTa\ai9dTa)v cipdv orp. b'. 

Papeuxi KOToAAafal, 

TO 5* 6\od ncAoMCv' ou irapepxeroi. 

nponpujuiva h' lK3oAdv <p€p€i 

dv&pa>v dA^HOxdv 

o\3oc dfav Trox^vOcic. 
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I mean that ancient crime 

Rued by all after-time — 
Three generations now have borne the weight — 

Since, braving Phoebus* word, 

Thrice from the tripod heard, 

How 'twas the constant will of sovran Fate, 

' That dying without seed he should preserve the state. 



Laius by love o'ercome 
Begat his own sure doom, 
Sad (Edipus, the slayer of his sire, 

Who ploughed the fields where erst 
His infant bones were nurst, 
And sowed a crop that bloomed in murderous ire. 
Infatuate bride and groom, so drawn by mad desire ! 



Evils are like a surge. 

Where billows billows urge ; — 
Each peers three-crested o'er the wave that's gone. 

Thundering abaft the helm 

And threatening to overwhelm 
The frail defence that braves that waste alone. 
I fear lest with her kings Thebes may be now overthrown. 



When dawns the fate-appointed Day, 
The aged curse is hard to allay. 
Once here. Destruction rides not past, 
Till those are fallen beneath the blast, 
Whose toil-earned wealth, too highly heaped, 
Brings ruin ;— and the man hath reaped 
Bu^ sacrifice of all at last. 
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Tiv* avbpwv rop Toaovb* eOauMaoav avr. 6'. 

Oeol Kol EuvcoTiot 

noAcoc 6 noXupOTOC t' auav ppoTwv, 

oaov TOT* Oibinouv tiov, 

TQV apTTa£av6pav 

KHp' a9€A6vTa x^p^c; 



end 5* apTi9pcov orp. €. 

cfevcTO jUL€A£OC adAicov 

rd^cov, cTf* aAjxi 6u090pa)v 

MQivojuicva Kpa&ia 

&i5u|yia kqk* cTcAeaev 

naTp096vcp x^p'i ^wv 

Kp€i(iaoT4KV(i>v OMMOTcov enAdfxOH. 

T€KvoicJiv V opag avT. €. 

€(pHK€V eniKOTOUQ TpO^QQ, 

aim, TTiKpofAcbaaouQ apag, 

Kai G(p€ Oi5apov6juiq> 

5ia x^pi noT€ Aaxeiv 

KTHjutuTa* vuv be Tp€a> 

MH TeAeOH KOMviTiouc *Epivuc. 
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Who more admired of gods and men 
Than CEdipus was honoured then 
By all who shared the city's hearth, 
Drawing rich life from Theban earth, 
When he had freed the land from fear 
Of the Sphinx monster seated near, 
Dire minister of death and dearth ? 



But when he came to know 

The measure of his woe, 
That wretched wedlock with dire anguish fraught, 

Unequal to sustain 

The stress of that sore pain, 
A twofold evil his rash spirit wrought. 
First, with the hand that smote his sire he reft 
Himself of sight, his only comfort left : — 

Then, with his children wroth, 

He fiercely launched on both 
A biting curse for their unfilial ways, — 

How with steel-furnished hand 

They should divide his land 
And heritage in lapse of after days. 
Even now the fear works strongly in my soul. 
The Erinnys of that curse runs close upon her goal 

Lewis Campbell. 
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SEPTEM CONTRA THEBAS. 

848—860. 

Ta6* auT65HAa, npoGnroc arr^^ou Aoroc €nq>6. 

5inXai McpiMvai, &i5uMavopa 

KOK* auTcxpova, 6iM0ipa 

TeA€ta Ta66 nd6H. ti 90); 

Ti 6* oAXo f ' H novoi novcov, 

5cMCi>v €9eaTioi; 

aAAa focovi c& 9i\ai| Kar* oupov 

epeaaer* &M9t Kpari noMniMOV x^poiv 

niTuXov, oc aikv 5i* 'Axepovr* aM€i3€Tai 

-rav aoTOvov, MeXdfKpOKOV 

vouoToAov Oeopiba, 

TQV oian3H 'noAAcovi, tqv avoAiov, 

ndvboKOV eic d9avH T€ x^pcsov. 
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SEPTEM CONTRA THEBAS. 
848—860. 

Now do our eyes behold 

The tidings which were told : 
Twin fallen kings, twin perished hopes to mourn, 

The slayer, the slain, 
The entangled doom forlorn 

And ruinous end of twain. 
Say, is not sorrow, is not sorrow's sum 
On home and hearthstone come ? 

O waft with sighs the sail from shore, 
O smite the bosom, cadencing the oar 
That rows beyond the rueful stream for aye 
To the far strand, 

The ship of souls, the dark, 

The unretuming bark 
Whereon light never falls nor foot of Day, 
Ev'n to the bourne of all, to the unbeholden land. 

A. £. HOUSMAN. 
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PERSiE. 
65-138. 

TTencpoKcv juicv 6 TTcpoeiTToXig h6h OTp. a. 

paoiXeioc OTpcnrbg €ig avrinopov fciTOva X^P^^^) 

Xivo5eo)ui(p ax^^^? nopdjuibv aMeiv^^C 

* A0aMavTi6og " EAAag, 

iToXuro)ui90v o6i(3Ma 

^ufbv aM9i3aAo>v auxcvi novrou. 

TToXudv6pou V 'Aoia^ 0oupioc apxcov avr. d. 

enl naaav x^ova TTOijjiavopiov Oeiov eXauvei 

5ix66€v, ne^ovojuioic ck t€ 6aXdaaac, 

©xupoioi nenoieojc 

OTU9€Xoic €9€Tai(;, xp"" 

oofovou fcvcdc loodeoc 9(oc. 

KuavoGv 5' oMMCKii Xeuaocov 90V10U ^epfjita 6pdK0VT0Ci orp. 3' . 
noXuxeip Koi noXuvauTH<:, 2upi6v 6' apjuia bicoKcov, 
endfci boupiKXuTOic dvbpdoi ToEobajiivov "ApH. 

boKiMoc 5* ouTiQ unoorac jmefdXcp peujuiaTi 9cot<2>v dvr. 3*. 
oxupoic cpKeaiv etpretv qmoxov Kujiia OaXdooac* 
diTpoooiOTog rap o TTcpo&v arparog dXid9p(ov tc Xaoc- 



boXoMHTiv V ondrav eeofl Ti^ avkp evorb^ dXu€ei ; Meocpb. 
TIC 6 KpaiTfvcp no6i iTHbHjyiaTog cunCToGg dvdoocov; 
t9iX69po)v fdp TTOpaoaivci pporbv 
Toeev ouK ecjTiv unep Ovorbv oXu^avra 9ur€rv. 
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PERSiE. 
65-138. 

Already hath the royal host, 
Spoiler of cities, gained the adverse coast ; 
O'er cordage-fastened raft the channel they 

Of Athamantid Hell^ passed, 

What time their many-bolted way 
On the sea's neck, for servile yoke, they cast 

Thus the fierce king who holds command 
O'er populous Asia, drives through all the land 
In twofold armament his flock divine. 

Land troops and those who stem the brine ; 

Strong in his stalwart captains, he 
Of gold-born race the godlike progeny. 

From eyes like deadly dragon's, flashing a lurid gleani. 
With men and galleys countless, he drives his Syrian car, 
'Gainst spear-famed warriors leading his arrow-puissant 
war. 

And none of valour proven against the mighty stream 
May stand a living bulwark, and that fierce billow stem ; 
For Persia's host resistless is, and her stout-hearted men. 

But ah ! what mortal baf&e may 

A god's deep-plotted snare, — 
Who may o'erleap with foot so light ? 

At^ at first, with semblance fair. 
Into her toils allures her prey. 

Whence no mere mortal wight 
May break away. 
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1 8 jEschylus. 

6€66€v fiap KOTO iioip* OTp. f . 

CKpuTHOcv TO iioAai- 

bv, encoKHvire 6€ TTcpaotc 

iToAeMOuc nupfobaiKTOuc 

tieneiv limioxdpMac 

T€ kAovouCi 

iToAecov T* ovaoraaetc. 

cMoOov V €upun6poi- avr. f. 

o eoAdaoac noAiai- 

voMCvac TfV€U)uiaTt Ad3p<p 

eoopav iTovTiov aXoog, 

niauvoi \eirro66)uioic neia- 

Maoi Xa- 

onopoic Tc MHxavatc. 

TaOrd Mou jucAaj^ircov orp. b'. 

9pHV aMuaaerai 969(p, 

oia, TTepaucoO OTpareujuioTOC 

To06c, MH ndXic nOeH- 

TOi K€vav&pov M€f ' aoTu Zouai5oc- 

/ 
Kai TO Ktsaicov ndAiOM* avr. 5'. 

avTibouiTov aoerai, 
6d, TOUT* €iToc njvaiKonAH- 
6hc om^oc dTTuoiv* 
^uooivolc 6* ev ncnAotc ttcsh Aqkic. 

nac rap iimHAdTac OTp. c'. 

KOI iT€6oan3HC Aecbc 

GMHVOC cbc CKAeAoi- 

nev iicAiooav ^^ bpxdlicp orpcrroG, 

Tov &M9UCUKT0V cEoMeivoc 

d^icpoTcpac oAiov 

iTpd>va Kotvbv aiac. 
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In olden time by Heaven's decree 
Fixed was the Persians' destiny ; — 
Tower-battering war was theirs by Fate, 
The turmoil when steed-mounted foes 
In shock of battle fiercely close, 
And cities to make desolate. 



Now have they learned firm gaze to cast 
On the vext sea, what time the blast 
Makes hoary its broad-furrowed plain ; 
Confide they now in naval craft, 
Cables fine-wove, device to waft 
Armies across the main. 



Hence, swartly robed, my heart by fear 
Is tortured, lest ere long the state — 
Woe for the Persian army ! — ^hear 
That Susa's mighty fort is desolate. 



And Kissia's stronghold shall reply 

Beat unto beat on doleful breast, 

While crowds of women raise the cry, 

Woe ! woe ! and rend their flaxen-tissued vest 



For all the troops that draw the rein. 
And all who tread the dusty plain, 
Like swarming bees, with him who led 
Their martial host, abroad have sped. 
The bridge-joined headlands crossing o'er. 
Washed by the sea, that links each adverse shore. 

B 
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20 JE,schyltis. 

AcKTpa 6* av5pa>v noOcp dvr. e. 

TTiMnAorrat baKpuMoaiv* 

TT€pc5i6€c 6' &Kpon6v- 

eeic CKaora n66(p 9iAdvopi 

Tov aix/utdevra OoOpov euvo- 

THpa TTponcMvaMcva 

A€in€Tai jiiovo^u^. 



SUPPLICES. 
85—101. 
fel OciH Aibc €u navoAHdcoc* orp. 6'. 

Albc IJliepOC OUK €UdHpOTOC €Tux6h. 

ndvra toi 9A€f€86i 

Kdv OKOTCp M^Aoiva 6uv TUX9 

Mcponeaai Auoi^. 



mtiTei 6' &09aA€c ou6* enl vcoTcp, &vt. b*. 

K0pu9a Aibc el KpavOA TTparjua reAeiov. 
bauAol fop npanlbcov 
bdaKioi re rewouoiv nopot, 
KQTibciv a9puaT0i. 



ldiTT€i b* eAnibcov orp. e*. 

69* uvinupfcov navcoAciQ 3pOTOuCi 
3iav b* ouTiv' cSotiAUci, 
trav finoivov baiMovtcov* Hjiievov avco 9p6vH)uid ncoc 
auToOcv Uenpa^cv CMnac, ebpdvcov 69* dfvcov. 
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And yearning love with many a tear 
. The couch bedeweth, lone and drear ; 
The wives of Persia, steeped in woe, 
Lament, of their dear lords bereft ; 
For her fierce spouse against the foe 
Each sent spear-armed, and mourns unmated left. 

Anna Swanwick. 



SUPPLICES. 
85—101. 

Let highest in mind be most in might. 
The choice of 2^us what charm may bind ? 

His thought, 'mid Fate's mysterious night, 
A growing blaze against the wind 

Prevails : — whatever the Rations say, _ 

His purpose holds its darkling way. 

What thing his nod hath ratified 
Stands fast, and moves with firm, sure tread, 

Nor sways, nor swerves, nor starts aside. 
A mazy thicket, hard to thread, 

A labyrinth undiscovered still. 
The far-drawn windings of his will 

Down from proud towers of hope 
He throws infatuate men ; 

Nor needs, to reach his boundless scope, 
The undistressful pain 

Of Godlike effort On his holy seat 
He thinks, and all is done, even as him seems most meet. 

Lewis Campbell. 
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32 JE,schylus. 

^ AGAMEMNON. 

105-257. 

Kupioc cljyit Opoeiv o5iov Kpdroc aisiov av^ptav orp. a , 

€iCTe\€(ov. en rap OcoOcv KorraTTvetei 
neiOo) MoAnav, 
t&AK9 <5UM9UTO<: aio)v, 
OTTCoc *Axaia>v biepovov Kparoc, *EAAa6oc H3ac 
£uM<i>pova Tarav, 

ncAinei 8uv 5opl koI x^pi npdicropi 
6oupioc opvic TeuKpib* en* atav, 
oicovcbv poaiAeiic 3aoi\€Goi vec^v, 6 KcAaivbc, 
o t' eEoniv aprac, 

90V€VTec iicrap /leXdOpcov, x^P^C ^k 6opind\Tou, 
nojuiTTpeirroic €v ebpaiai, 
3o<3K0uuievoi Aafivov epiKujiiova ipepimom j-ewav, 
3Xa3evTa Aotadicov bpojuicov. 
aiXivov aiXivov cine, to 5* eu vikotcd. 



Kebvbc 5e OTparoMovTic tbo)v {>uo AH^aol morouc dvr. a. 
'Arpetbac MoxiMOuCi cboH AafoSaiTuc 
TTOMiTOUC T* apxdc* 
oOtco V elire repd^cov 

Xpovcp M€V &rp€i TTpidjuiou ttoAiv fibe KeAcuOoc, 
ndvra be irupfwv 
KTHVH npoaOe to bHMioirAHeA 
Muip* oAonrdEei irpcc to 3taiov. 
otbv MH TIC dfo OeoOev Kve<]>doi;i npOTunev otom- 
lov MCfc Tpoiac 

(jTpaT0>6€v. oiKtp rap €TTi9eovoc *ApT6MK drva, 
irravoioiv kuoI TTcrrpbc, 

auTOTOKOv npb Aoxou MOfepav irraKa Ouomcvokm* 
OTurei be beiTTvov alero^v. * 

. aiAivov aiAivov cine, to b* eu viKdro). 
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AGAMEMNON. 

105—257. 

Power is upon me now, to sing the awful sign 

That crossed the warrior monarchs on their road ; 
Heaven breathes within the 'suasive song divine, 
And strength through my rapt soul is pour'd abroad. 

The birds I sing, whose fateful flight 

Sent forth the twin-throned Argive mighti 
And all the youth of Greece, a gallant crew, 

With spear in each avenging hand, 

Against the guilty Trojan land. 
Even at the threshold of the palace, flew 

The king of birds o'er either king. 

One black, and one with snow-white wing. 
Right-ward, on the hand that grasps the spear, 
Down through the glittering courts they steer. 

Swooping the hare's prolific brood. 

No more to crop its grassy food. 
Ring out the dolorous hymn, yet triumph still the good ! 

But the wise seer, in his prophetic view — 

When he the twin-soul'd sons of Atreus saw. 
At once the feasters on the hares he knew, [awe : — 
Those leaders of the host, then broke his words of 
** In time old Priam's city wall 
Before that conquering host shall fall, 
And all within her towers lie waste ; 
Her teeming wealth of man and beast 
Shall Fate in her dire violence destroy ; 
May ne'er heaven's envy, like a cloud, 
So darken o'er that army proud. 

The fine-forged curb of Troy I 
For Artemis, with jealous ire. 
Beholds the wingM hounds of her great sire 
Swooping the innocent leverets' scarce-bom brood. 
And loathes the eagles' feast of blood. 
Ring out the dolorous hymn, yet triumph still the good 1 
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24 yEschylus, ^ 

TOOOV 1T6p €U9pCi>V Q KOA^ MC0(|>6. 

6p6aoioiv ocTFTOic AiaXepcav Aeovrcov, 

ndvTCOv T* OfpovoMC^v 91A0MOOTOK 

OHpcav oppiKoAoioi, TCpnya 

TOUTcav 01T61 EuM^oAa Kpavai, 

be^ia Mev, KorraMOM^a te cpdaijuzro OTpouO&v. 

Ihiov Ik KoAecd TTaidva, 

MH Tivac dvTinvoouc Aonraoi^ XP^^C ^xeirHtoc 

anXoiac teuEh, 

an€u5oM€va Ouaiov Irepov, ovoimv tiv\ a5arrov, 

VeiK€(i>V TCKTOVa OUM9UTOV, 

ou bciOHvopo. MiMvci rop 90p€po noAtvopTOC 
oiKOVOMOC 6oXLa, MvdtMCOV mhvic tckvoitoivoc. 
TOidbc KdAxac &uv MCfoAoK dfoOoK onreKXaiie 
MopoiM* ctn' opvidcov 6&i(ov okotc 3o(HA€ioic* 
Toic 6* 6M69Ct>vov 
alXivov qIXavov cure, to 6* €u viKohrca. 



Zcuc, o<jnc iTOT* eoTiv, ci t66* ou- orp. p'. 

Tcf) 9iA0V KCKAHMCVCp, 

TOUTO viv npooevvenco. 

ouK ex<d npo(3eiKdaai, 

ndvT* €in<rrad)uia)M€vo(:, 

hAhv Aibc, €1 TO lidTov dnb 9povTi6oc dyOoc 

XpH 3aA€iv eTHTU^ciK- 



ou6* ocmc ifdpoiOev hv MefCK, dvr. 0^. 

irauMdxcp Opdaei 0pua>v, 

o66€v av Ae^ai npiv a>v» 

oc 6* €n€iT* 69U, Tpia- 

KTHpoc oixerai Tuxa>v. 

Zhvo 54 TIC np09p6va>c eirivucia KAd((ov 

T€u£eToi 9peva>v to ndv* 
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*' Such is that beauteous Goddess' love 
To the strong lion's callow brood, 
And all that the green meadows wont to rove. 

From the full udder quaff the liquid food. 
O Goddess ! though thy wrath reprove 
Those savage birds, yet turn those awful signs to good \^ 
But, lo Paean ! now I cry ; 
May ne'er her injured deity 
With adverse fleet-imprisoning blast 
The unpropitious sky overcast ; 

Hastening that other sacrifice — 
That darker sacrifice, unblest 
By music or by jocund feast : 

Whence sad domestic strife shall rise, 
And, dreadless of her lord, fierce woman's hate ; 
Whose child-avenging wrath in sullen state 
Broods, wily housewife, in her chamber's gloom, 

Over that unforgotten doom." 
Such were the words that Calchas clanged abroad, 
When crossed those ominous birds the onward road 
Of that twice royal brotherhood : 
A mingled doom 
Of glory and of gloom. 
Ring out the dolorous hymn, yet triumph still the good ! 

Whoe'er thou art, Great Power above, 
If that dread name thou best approve, 
All duly weighed I cannot find, 
Unburthening my overloaded mind, 
A mightier name than that of mightiest Jove. 

He, that so great of old 
Branched out in strength invincible and bold. 

Is nothing now. Who after came, 

Before the victor sank to shame : 
Most wise is he who sings the all-conquering, might of 
Jove — 
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26 jEschylus. 

Tov 9pov€iv ^pOTouc 66(0- OTp. r* 

oavra, tov iroiOei Md8oc 

eevra Kupici>c Ixeiv. 

ord^ei 6* Iv 6' unvcp npb Kapbiac 

MVHauTHM(i>v novoc* Kal nap* a- 

Kovrac HXde oa>9povciv. 

5ai)ui6voiv 66 nou x<^pKt 

3iauoc ocAmo ocMvbv hmcvcdv. 



Kal ToO* Hr€jyio)v 6 npea- 6vt. r . 

Puc V6<2>v 'AxouKcbv, 

Mdvnv ouTtva yefcov, 

eunaioic Tuxaioi auMirvecov, 

CUT* &iT\oia Kcvarrci papu- 

vovT* 'AxauKCK Aco)^, 

XaAid6oc nepav Ixcov 

TToAippoxOoic €v AuAi6oc Tonoic* 



iTvool V hno ZTpuMovoc MoAoOaai OTp. 

KaKooxoAoi, VHOTibec, buaopuoi 

3pOTcav oAai, vccbv t6 Kal neiaMOTcov a9€i5€rc, 

iraAiMMHKH xpovov TiOeiaai 

Tpi3(p, KOTcEaivov av6oc 'Apr^uov. 

cn€l be Mxl iTiKpoG 

XcijULOTOC oAAo MHXap 

3pi9uT€pov npoMOioiv 

ixwmxi eKAofEev, npoipepcov "ApTCjuiiv, c^otc x^^va 3d- 

KTpoi( buKpouoavTac'ATpeibac bdKpu mh KaTooxeiv. 
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Jove, that great God 
Who taught to mortals wisdom's road ; 

By whose eternal rule * 
Adversity is grave instruction's school. 

In the calm hour of sleep 
Conscience, the sad remembrancer, will creep 
To the inmost heart, and there enforce 
On the reluctant spirit the wisdom of remorse. 

Mighty the grace of those dread deities, 
Throned on their judgment bench, high in the empyrean 
skies I 



Nor then did the elder chief, in sooth, 

Of all the Achean youth, 
Dare brand with blame the holy seer ; 
When adverse fortune 'gan to veer, 
Emprisoning that becalmed host 

On Chalcis' coast. 
Where the heavy refluent billows roar 
'Gainst Aulis' rock-bound shore. 



And long and long from wintry Strymon blew 
The weary, hungry, anchor-straining blasts, 

The winds that wandering seamen dearly rue. 
Nor spared the cables worn, and groaning masts ; 

And, lingering on in indolent delay, v 

Slow wasted all the strength of Greece away. 

But when the shrill-voiced prophet 'gan proclaim 
That remedy more dismal and more dread 
Than the drear weather blackening overhead; 

And spoke in Artemis' most awful name. 

The sons of Atreus, 'mid their arm^d peers. 
Their sceptres dashed to earth, and each broke out in 
tears. 
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ava£ V 6 npeopuc tot* cTttc 9(ovci)v.' 
Papeia juev KHp to mh mdeoOot, 
Papeia 5*, el tekvov &at8a), 56m(ov afoAjuio, 
jutalvcov nap6€voa9droiai 
^eiepOLQ noTpcpouc x^P^^C PcojuoG neAac. 
Ti TCOV&* avcu KQK&V; 
na>c Amovauc revcoMat, 
EuMjmaxiac aMopTcbv; 

nauaavcMou fop Ouaiac napOcvtou 0' qijuotoc op- 
fa n€pi6pfa>c eni6uMsiv 6eMiC* ^ fop eiH. 



end b* avafKOc ebu Aeirabvov orp. € . 

9p€vbc TTvecov 6ucja€3H TpOTraiav 

Svaj-vov, avicpov, ToOev 

to navTOToAjuiov <ppoveiv Mcrep^co. 

3p0T0uc epaauvei j-ap abxpOMHTic 

TaAaiva napoKona 

iTpcoTonHMcov. erAa 6* oCv 

euTHp fcveoOai OufaTpbg ruvaiKOiroivcov ttoA€MO>v apcofav 

kqI iTpoxeAeia vacov* 



AiTCic 6c Kal kAh&ovoc iTaTp4>ou<; &vt. e'. 

nap* ou5€v oia>va napScveiov t* 

cBcvTO 9iA6Maxoi Ppa^Hc, 

9pdo€v 5* do^oic noTHp juer* euxav, 

biKav xiMoipciC uncpee pcojiou 

TOnAoioi ncpincTH, 

navrl 6um^ rrpovcoiTH 

Aa3€iv acpbHv, OTojuaToc t€ KaAAmp4)pou 9uAaKav KOTaoxciv, 

9e6rrov apalov oiKOig, 
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And thus the elder king began to say : 
" Dire doom ! to disobey the Gods' conunand ! 
More dire, my child, mine house's pride, to slay, 

Dabbling in virgin blood a father's hands. 

Alas ! alas ! which way to fly ? 

As base deserter quit the host, 

The pride and strength of our great league all lost ? 
Should I the storm-appeasing rite deny. 
Will not their wrathfullest wrath rage up and swell — 
Exact the virgin's blood? — oh, would 'twere o'er and 
well!" 



So 'neath Necessity's stem yoke he passed. 

And his lost soul, with impious impulse veering. 
Surrendered to the accurst unholy blast, 
Warped to the dire extreme of human daring. 
The frenzy of affliction still 
Maddens, dire counsellor, man's soul to ill. 
So he endured to be the priest 
In that child-slaughtering rite unblest. 
The first-fruit offering of that host 
In fatal war for a bad woman lost. 
The prayers, the mute appeal to her hard sire, 

Her youth, her virgin beauty. 
Nought heeded they, the chiefs for war on fire. 

So to the ministers of that dire duty 
(First having prayed) the father gave the sign, 
Like some soft kid, to lift her to the shrine. 

There lay she prone, 
Her gracefbl garments round her thrown ; 
But first her beauteous mouth around 
Their violent bonds they wound. 
Lest her (!read curse the fated house should smite 
With their rude inarticulate might. 
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30 jEidtylm. 

t3io xo^lvo^v V &vau5(|> juevci drp. ^', 

KpoKOu Pacpac kc ncbov x^ouoa 
IpoAA* €Ka(3T0v euTHpcav an' ommotoc 3€Aei 9tAobcT(p, 
npenouod 6* a>c kv rpa<|KxiCi irpooewcneiv 
GeXoua*, enel noXAaiac 
iTOTpbc kot' av6p(ovac euTpane^ouc 
CMcXyev. dfva \> orraupcoToc au5a norrpbc 
9tAou TpiToonovbov eunorjuidv t* 
alcava 9iAci>c krlMa. 

TO V IvOcv OUT* cttov out' cwctw avT. ?'. 

TCXVOl ^ KoAX^^VTOC OUK aKpOVTOl. 

Mkq 6c TOic juev nodoOotv Mo^eiv cnippenei rb mcA^ov. ' 

TO 6€ np0KAu€iv, end fevoiT* av hAuoic, npoxaipcTo)* 

loov 5c Tip npooTcvciv. 

TOpbv fdp hEci ouvopepov aufOK. 

ncAoiTO V ouv T&ni toutoioiv cunpaEi^, wc 

OcAci t65* arxKTTOv 'Aniag 

faiac jiov69poupov epKO^. 
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But she her saffron robe to earth let fall : 

The shaft of pity from her eye 
Transpierced that awful priesthood — one and all. 

Lovely as in a picture stood she by 
As she would speak. Thus at her father's feasts 
The vir^n, 'mid the revelling guests, * 

Was wont with her chaste voice to supplicate 
For her dear father an auspicious fate. 

I saw no more ! to speak more is not mine ; 
Not unfulfilled was Chalcas' lore divine. 
Eternal justice still will bring 
Wisdom out of suffering. 
So to the fond desire farewell, 
The inevitable future to foretell ; 

Tis but our woe to antedate ; 
Joint knit with joint, expands the full-formed fate. 

Yet at the end of these dark da^s 
May prospering weal return at length ; 

Thus in his spirit prays 
He of the Apian land the sde remaining strength. 

Dean Milman. 
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AGAMEMNON. 
160—183. 
Zcuc, ooTic HOT* ecrrlv, €1 t65* au- orp. ^. 

T<J> 9l\0V KCKAHJUlCVCp, 

TOUTO viv TTpooevveiTCi). 

ouK €xcd npoaeiKaaai, 

navT* enioraejuicoMevoc, 

itAhv Alck, ei TO uarav anb 9povTi5oc ox9oc 

XpH 3aAeiv eTHTujicoc. 

0U&* oanc ndpoiOcv hv MefoCi avr. i . 

naimax^ 6pdaei fipucov, 
ou&€V dv Ae£at rrplv a>v, 
6<; 6* cneiT* €9U, Tpia- 

KTHpOC OlXCTCtl TUX^V. 

Zhvq 54 TIC np09p6vcoc eirivLKUX kAq^cov 
TeuSerai 9peva>v to ndv* 

Tov 9pov€iv 3pOTOuc 66ci)- OTp. r . 

oavTa, TOV ndSei moOoc 

eevTa Kupicog €X€iv. 

ord^ei 6* ev 6' uirvcp npb KapMac 

MVM(3iiTHM(ov novoc kqI nap* d- 

Kovrac HA8e oa>9pov€iv. 

^atjuidvcov &e nou X^P^Ci 

piaicac oeAjiGi o&}iyfoyf HMev<i>v. 
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AGAMEMNON. 

160—183. 

Zeus, whosoe'er he be, if this name please his ear, 

By this name I bid him hear : 

Nought but Zeus my soul*may guess, 

Seeking far and seeking near, 

Seeking who shall stay the stress 

Of its fond and formless fear. 

For He who long ago was great. 

Filled with daring and with might, 

Now is silent, lost in night : 

And the next that took his state 

Met his supplanter too, and fell, and sank from sight. 



Zeus Victorious hail we then, 
Zeus that leadeth souls of men — 
Thus his deep decrees ordain — 
To Wisdom's goal o'er the drear road of Pain. 
^ In sleep there doth before the heart distil 
A grievous memory of ill, 
Making the unwise wise against his will. 
So unto Man, in kind compulsion given. 
Falls the high grace of Gods'^rom awful thrones of 
Heaven. 

Ernest Myers. 
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AGAMEMNON. 

355—474. 

& ZeO 3aoiAeG koI vu& 91X10 
M€raAci>v KOOMCOV KredTcipo, 
HT* cnl Tpoiac nuproK epoAcc 
OTcravbv biKTuov, cbc MHTe MCfav 
MHT* ouv vedpwv Tiv' unepTe\€(Kii 
M€ra 6ouAeiac 
fdrroMOv, ciTHC navaAcoTOU. 
Aia TOi Eeviov )xkY^'^ atbouMOt 
Tov Td5€ npd^avT*, en* 'AXcSdvbpcp 
Tcivovra noAai toEov, oncog av 
MHT6 npb KaipoO mhO' vtrcp aorpcov 
^cAo^ HAieiov OKHyeicv. 



Aibq nAarav exouoiv ctireiv, orp. 
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AGAMEMNON. 

355—474. 

Zeus, Lord of Heaven ! and welcome Night 
Of victory, that hast our might 

With all the glories crowned I 
On towers of Ilion, free no more, 
Hast flung the mighty mesh of war, 

And closely girt them round, 
Till neither warrior may 'scape, 
Nor stripling lightly overleap 
The trammels as they close, and close. 
Till with the grip of doom our foes 

In slavery*s coil are bound ! 
Zeus, Lord of Hospitality ! 
In grateful awe I bend to thee — 

Tis thou hast struck the blow 1 

At Alexander, long ago. 

We marked thee bend thy vengeful bow. 
But long and warily withhold 
The eager shaft, which, uncontrolled 
And loosed too soon or launched too high, 
Had wandered bloodless thro' the sky ! 

Zeus, the high God ! — ^whate'er be dim in doubt. 

This can our thought track out — 
The blow that fells the sinner is of God, 

And as he wills, the rod 
Of vengeance smiteth sore. One said of old, 

" The Gods list not to hold 
A reckoning with him whose feet oppress 

The grace of holiness " — 
An impious word ! for whensoever the sire 

Breathed forth rebellious fire*- 

c 2 
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<p\€6vTcov &ci>jidTO>v un€p9eu 

UniEp TO p€\Tl<5T0V. €010) 6* CIT 

MavTOv, wore KonrapKCtv 
€u npanlboiv Xaxovra. 
ou r«P coTiv eiraASic 
^T^ouTou npbc Kopov avtpi 
AaKTioavTi MCfav bUag 
3(0Mbv etc 69dveiav. 



piarai 6* a rdXaiva ireiew, 

npo3ou\6naic a9€pTOC arac. 

OKOC 6e nav Mdraiov. ouk €Kpu9eH, 

npcnei b€, 9a)C alvoAajuneQ, oivof 

KaKoG 6e xciAkoC Tponov 

rpipcp T€ Ktti npO(33oAoic 

McAajinarH^ ireAei 

5iKaio)6elc, cirel 

6ia)K€i naiq noTavbv opvtv, 

noAei iTpocTpiMM* a9€pT0v cvOcio 

AiTav h* QKOuci M€v ouTK 6ea)V 

Tov 5' €TTicrrpo90v Twvbc 

9cbT* obiKov Kadoipei. 

oioc Kai TTdpK cAScav 

ec 66mov tov 'ATpeibav 

yoxuvc Eeviav Tpdne- 

^av KAonaioi ruvaiKO^. 



AiTToOoa V aoTOioiv dOTioropac ^J^p. P^. 

kAovouc Aofxi/mouc Tc Kai vaupdra^ onAiaMobCi 
afouod T* dvTi9€pvov ' lAiq> 9eopov, 
pepQKev ^11190 bio TTuAav, 
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What time his household overflowed the measure 

Of bliss and health and treasure — 
His children's children read the reckoning plain, 

At last, in tears and pain ! 
On me let weal that brings no woe be sent, 

And therewithal, content ; 
Who spurns the shrine of Right, nor wealth nor power 

Shall be to him a tower, 
To guard him from the gulf ; there lies his lot, 

Where all things are forgot ! 

Lust drives him on — lust, desperate and wild, 

Fate's sin-contriving child — 
And cure is none ; beyond concealment clear, 

Kindles Sin's baleful glare. 
As an ill coin beneath the wearing touch 

Betrays, by stain and smutch. 
Its metal false — such is the sinful wight. 

Before, on pinions light, 
Fair Pleasure flits, and lures him childlike on, 

While home and kin make moan, 
Beneath the grinding burden of his crime ; 

Till, in the end of time, 
Cast down of heaven, he pours forth fruitless prayer, 

To Powers that will not hear. 

And such did Paris come 

Unto Atrides' home. 
And thence, with sin and shame his welcome to repay, 

Ravished the wife away — 

And she, unto her country and her kin 

Leaving the clash of shields and spears and arming ships, 

And bearing unto Troy destruction for a dower, 

And overbold in sin, 
Went fleetly through the gates^ at nudnight hour. 
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OT^tlTa TAaoa* itoA\& 6* corevov 
t6&* €Wcitovt€C 66m(i>v npCKpirrar 
io) la> &coMa 6a>Ma kqI irpoMOi, 
t(b A£x^ *^°^ cm3oi 9iAdvop€C. 
tirdpcoTi oifao*, aimoc» oAoibopoc, 
a&i(m>c a9€Mev(ov ibdv. 
it68c|> &* uirepTTOvriac 
^aojua 566ei boMov avdodetv. 
eujui6p<pa>v &e koXogocav 
exOerai X^^PK ov&pL 
omuxTCdv 6' €V axHvtaK 
cppei nao' 'A9po&iTa. 



6veip69avroi be nevOHMOvcc oyr. 3*. 

ndpciGiv 6oKal 9€potKiat x^piv Moraiov. 

MOTav fop €UT* av eoOXd tic &OKa>v opdv, 

iTapaA\d6aaa 6ta x^P^S 

3€3aKev oyic ou MeOuorcpov 

iTTEpoic onaboig Onvou KcAeuOotc* 

TO mIev kot' oiKOuc €9* cOTiac axM 

T(x&* earl Kal Ta>v&* unep^orcoTepa. 

Tp nav 5* 019* 'EAXdboc aiac ouvopjuevoic 

nEvOcia TAHGtKdp^ioc 

bojucov cKdoTOu npenei. 



noMa foOv Oiffdvet npbc Hnap* 
oOc juev fdp Tig €n€M>|;€v 
oi5ev* dm 5c 9a}Ta)v 
TcuxH Kal Gno5bc ek ^Kd- 
OTOu 66mouc d9iKvecTai. 
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Oft, from the prophets' lips, 
Moaned out the warning and the wail — Ah woe ! 
, Woe for the borne, the home ! and for the chieftains, 

Woe for the bride-bed, warm [woe ! 

Yet from the lovely limbs, the impress of the form 

Of her who loved her lord, awhile ago ! 
And woe for him who stands 
Shamed, silent » unreproachful, stretching hands 

That find her not, and sees, yet will not see. 
That she is far away ! 
And his sad fancy, yearning o'er the sea. 

Shall summon and recall 
Her wraith, once more to queen it in his halL 

And sad with many memories. 
The fair cold beauty of each sculptured face — 

And all to hatefulness is turned their grace. 
Seen blankly by forlorn and hungering eyes ! 

And when the night is deep, 
Come visions, sweet and sad, and bearing pain 

Of hopings vain — 
Void, void and vain, for scarce the sleeping sight 

Has seen its old delight. 
When thro' the grasps of love that bid it stay 

It vanishes away 
On silent wings that roam adown the ways of Sleep ! 

Such are the sights, the sorrows fell, 
About our hearth— and worse, whereof I may not tell. 

But, all the wide town o'er. 
Each home that sent its master far away 

From Hellas' shore 
Feels the keen thrill of heart, the pang of loss, to-day ; 

For, truth to say. 
The touch of bitter death is manifold I 
Familiar was each face, and dear as life, 

That went unto the war, 
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6 xpuooMOipbc h* "ApHC ocoMoiTcov OTp. r • 

Kai TaXavTOuxoc cv moX"? ^op<>^ 

iTupo)0kv c8*lAiou 

91X0101 nejuirei 3apu 
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?o)v Ae^HTac eueerou. 
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5pa Tov M€v (be Max"<^ '^^P*^* 

Tov V €v 90vaTc KaAa>g neoovT* 

aXAoTpiac 6iai j^vaiKoc. 

Tobe oira tic pau?€L 

<peov€pbv 6* UTT* aXfOC epirei 

npoSiKOic •Arpci^aic. 

oi 6* auToG ncpl Tcixoc 

eHKac*IXia6oc ffic 

€UM0P901 KOTEXOUOIV CX" 

epa 6* cxovrag cKpuyev. 



^ap€ia h* aoTwv 90x1? &v Korcp* avr. f, 

fcHjmoKpdvTOu I* apac rivei XP^o^' 
Mevci &* aKoOoai li mou 
MepLMva vuicTHpe9ec- 
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But thither, whence a warrior went of old, 

Doth nought return, 
Only a spear and sword, and ashes in an urn ! 

For Ares, lord of strife. 
Who doth the swaying scales of battle hold. 
War's money-changer, giving dust for gold. 

Sends back, to hearts that held them dear, 
Scant ash of warriors, wept with many a tear. 
Light to the hand, but heavy to the soul ; 

Yea, fills the light urn full 

With what survived the flame — 
Death's dusty measure of a hero's frame 1 

" Alas ! " one cries, " and yet alas again ! 
Our chief is gone, the hero of the spear, 

And has not left his peer I " 
"Ah woe 1 '■' another moans — " my spouse is slain. 

The death of honour, rolled in dust and blood, 
Slain for a woman's sin, a false wife's shame ! " 

Such muttered words of bitter mood 
Rise against those who went forth to reclaim ; 
Yea, jealous wrath creeps on, against th' Atrides' name ! 

And others, far beneath the Ilian wall. 
Sleep their last sleep — ^the goodly chiefs and tall. 

Couched in the foeman's land, whereon they gave 
Their breath, apd lords of Troy, each in his Trojan 

grave ! 

Therefore, for each and all, the city's breast 

Is heavy with a wrath supprest. 

As deep and deadly as a curse more loud 

Flung by the common crowd : 
And, brooding deeply, doth my soul await 

Tidings of coming fate. 
Buried as yet in darkness* womb. 
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acMconoi 8€oL kcAoi- 
vai 5' 'Epivucc XP^v<i> 
TUXHpbv ovT* aveu 5iKac> 
iroAivTuxci Tpl^9 piou 
neeio* aMaupbv, ev 5' ai- 
(STOic TcAeOovTOc ouTic oAkq* 
TO &* uncpKonciK k^uciv €U 
3apu* pdAAerai fup ooGoic 
5i6e€v Kcpauvoc. 
Kpivci) &* 09eovov oA3ov. 

liHT* eiHV TTTOAmOpdHC 

MHT* ouv auTOC dAouc On* oA- 

ACOV 3i0V KOTI&OIMI* 



AGAMEMNON. 

681—781. 

tIc wot cbvoAia^ev tob* orp. a , 

cc TO nav rrHTUjiuoc — 

MH TIC ovTiv* oux 6pa>- 

liev npovoUxioi toO neirpcoMevou 

fXcooaav iv tux? vcjmov; — 

Tov 6opiraM3pov dM9iv€iKH e* 'EAcvav; 

end TTpenovTcoc 

eAevauc> IXav&poc, cXeirroXic, 

*€K TCdv dpponHVcov 

irpOKoAuMMOTCov enA€uoe 
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For not forgetful is the high Gods' doom. 

Against the sons of carnage : all too long 
Seems the unjust to prosper and be strong, 

Till the dark Furies come, 
And smite with stem reversal all his home, 

Down into dim obstruction — he is gone, 
And help and hope, among the Lost, is none. 
0*er him who vaunteth an exceeding fame 

Impends a woe condign ; 
The vengeful bolt upon his eyes doth flame, 

Sped from the hand divine. 
This bliss be mine, ungrudged of God to feel. 

To tread ho city to the dust. 

Nor see my own life thrust 
Down to a slave's estate beneath another's heel ! 

£. D. A. MORSHEAP. 



AGAMEMNON. 

681—781. >^ 

Who gave the ill-omened name 

So fraught with terror for the time to be, 
So true to her career of blame, — 

War-wooed, war-won, war-wakening Helen^ ? 

Was he some prophet-spirit unknown to fame, 
With sure presentiment 
Fore-speaking Time's event ? 

The name of Helen tells of ships a-flame, 
Of souls to Hades sent, 

Of countries ravaged, cities overthrown ! 
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From out the delicately curtained bower, 

Borne by the West Wind's earth-bom power, 
In Paris' nimble galley forth she went, 

And when they touched on Simois' shore 
With cytisus and myrtle overgrown, 

A many-shielded pack, ^ 

Following the viewless track 
Of their swift oar. 
Came bent on slaughterous feud and fierce arbitrament. 



That band^ so rightly styled, 
Bound Ilion with a chain of endless care, 

Sent by some spirit of anger wild 
Resolved on ruin, minded to prepare 
Revenge for hospitality defiled 

On those who sang that day 

The lawless marriage lay, 
Provoking wrath hard to be reconciled. 

Her new-found brethren gay 
Thought not if Zeus approved the enforced song. 

Now yonder choir hath conned a different strain, 

And Priam's ancient town with pain 
Groans heavily from forth her ashes grey, 

Calling on Paris the accurst. 
The guilty cause of unforgiven wrong ; — 
She, who in wild despair 
For generations fair 

Herself had nurst, 
Hath spent an age of years in wailing midst the fray. 
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te6p€y€v 5c Aeovra orp. 3*. 

oiviv 56)yiotc afdAaicTOv 
ouTcoC aviip 9tA6|ia<Trov, 
ev PioTOu npOTcAeioic 
OM€pov, eu9iA6nai5a, 
Kol r^papoic emxapTov. 
noXea 6' eox* €v afKaXaic, 
veoTpoipou TeKVOu 5tKav, 
9aibpcon<K noTi x^^pa, oai- 
vcov T€ racrrpbc avdfKaic. 



XpovioOdc 6* ancbeiEev avr. 3'. 

eOoc TO npoaOe tokhcov. 

Xdpiv Tp09dc rap aM€t3a>v» 

MHX096V0101V afotaiv 

6aiT* OKeAeuoTOC ereuSev* 

aijLiaTi V oiKOc e96p6H* 

aiioxov aXfOC olKcraiCi 

MCfa oivoc noXuKTovov. 

€K ecoC 5* tepCUC TIC «- 

TQC boMOK npooe6p€96H. 



nap' auTa 5* exectv ec'lxiou noXiv orp. r. 

XeroiM* av 9p6vHMa iiev vhvcjuiou ro^dvoCi 

OLKaOKOlOV 6* OfOXliO fiXOUTOU, 
MOAOaKOV OjUlMOTCDV 3€Xoc» 

^HEiBuMOv epcoTOC av6oc. 
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What image fits Troy's fall ? 

A man, I will say, 

Cherished within his hall 

A cub, for play. 
Just weaned, but hardly, from the lioness. 

The prelude of his life 

Was far from cruel strife ; — 
The darling of young boys, a thing of sportiveness. 

Even old men felt the charm : 

Oft in the nestling arm 
Twas dandled, like to human babyhood ; 

When stroked, he made reply 

With fondly brightening eye : 
When hunger pressed, he crouched, and fawned for food. 

But as with time he grew 

He showed his stock, 

And with dire outrage slew 

The home-bred flock, — 
So making vile return for all that care ; — 

Till all the peaceful floor 

With blood was dabbled o'er. 
The household slaves beheld in mute despair. 

The self-provided feast 

Of that unbidden guest 
Spread havoc round him wheresoe'er he moved. 

Sent by some God to Earth 

To plague a sinful hearth, 
A priest of At^'s self that nursling proved. 

Even so, methinks, there came to Troia's town 

A spirit like the calm on windless seas, 
A face to smite the soul, but ne'er to frown, 

A joy luxurious, crowning wealth with ease. 
Love there in bloom entranced the passionate mind. 
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t irapaKXivouo' encKpavev 
\k fdjuiou niKpac TeXcur^c* 
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vuM^oKAauTOC * Epivuc* 
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MCTOi Mev nXeiova TiKrei, 

09€T€pa V eiKOTQ fcwa. 
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KoXXinaic ttotmoc aei. 



9tX£T Mb TiicT€iv u3pic Mcv noXaia v€d- orp. &'. 

^ouoov ev KQKoTc 3pOTa>v u3piv 

TOT*, H TOT*, eUT* QV TO KUpiOV MOX^. 

fveapa 9douc kotov 

boillOvd T€ TQV OMOXOV, &ndX€MOV, 
&vUpov epdooc M€Xai-* 
vac McXdepoioiv crrac, 
€i&0M€vav TOKeCoiv.' 



d by Google 



j£schylus. 49 

But soon she turned and made a bitter end 
Of nuptial in old Ilion's hour of need — 

By Zeus, who punisheth when guests offend, 
Sent thither as a bane to Priam's seed. 
Kinship unblest ! Companionship unkind 1 . 
Sad bride of tears ! Fell fury unconfined ! 



Wise lips declared, and 'tis an agM saw, 
That man's prosperity maturely grown 

Hath offspring that succeeds by Heaven's high law,- 
From happy fortune misery full-blown. 

A differing thought of mine shall be confessed : — 

The issne of impious deeds is impious still, 
With plenteous increase, like to like succeeding ; 

Not so begets its race the righteous will, 
But the fair life &ir fortune aye is breeding. 
No evil brood disturbs that peacefid nest 
The house of the upright evermore is blest. 



The pride of former years engendereth pride 

Youngly insulting o'er calamity, — 
Or soon or late, what matters ? — When the tide 

Of times brings on the hour of ^estiny 
For that fell birth, even then is bom the Power, 
Unblest, resistless, making warriors cower, 

Infetuate Boldness, whose o'ershadowing gloom 

Veils all the house with darkness of the tomb. 
Sttch parentage hath bloomed in such fell flower ! 



D 
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5iKa &€ AoMnei |i€v cv buaKdnvoiC bcoiioaiv, 

Tov &' cvabiiiov Tici 3iov. 

TO xpuGonaoT* codAa <so^ nivcp x^P^v 
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noOo*, o<Jia npo<3e3a, tou * * 

buvQMiv ou (S£3ouaa n\ou* 
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iTov &' €nl TEpMQ va>juia. 



AGAMEMNON. 

717—735. 
l6p€V€v ^€ Xfovra orp. ?'. 

oiviv boMOK drdAoKTOv 
ouTO)<: QVHp 9iA6|iaaTOv» 
ev 3i6tou npoTcAcioic 
ojyiepov, €U9tAdiTat5a» 
KOI fcpopoic enixopTov. 
iTOAeo V €(Jx* €v dfKdAaic, 
veoTpd90u TCKvou Mkov, 
9aibpa>nbc noTi X^^P^» ^o^* 
vcov T€ fQcrrpbc avdfKaic. 

Xpovta9el<: 6' dnebciEcv avr. 3'. 

fcOOC TO npOO^C TOKHCOV. 

Xdpiv Tp09dc fdp dM€i3ck>v» 
MhA096voioiv afaioiv 
&aiT* dKcAeuoTOC cTcuEev 
oijutari 6* oikoc e9up6H- 
duaxov dAfoc oiKeTaic, 
jLiera oivoQ noAuKTovov. 
CK 6€oO 5* Upcuc Tl^ u- 
Toc &6moi(; npo<3€6pe90H. 
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The light of Righteousness in smoky homes 
Shines unimpaired, honouring the humble lot, 

From gilded halls impure, as Earth she roams, 
She turns her gaze, to bless the pious cot ; 

The power of riches, £alsely stampt with praise, 

Wins not her worship by its spurious blaze ; 
Her judgment ever points to the far goal 
Whereto she leads all lives with sure control. 

Shaping the hour to suit with distant days. 

Lewis Campbell. 

AGAMEMNON. 

717—735. 
Even so, belike, might one 
A lion suckling nurse, 
Like a foster-son, 
To his home a future curse. 
In life's beginnings mild. 
Dear to sire, and kind to child ; 
Oft folded in his lord's embrace. 
Like an infant of the race. 
Sleek and smiling to the hand, 
He fawned at want's command. 

But in time he showed 

The habit of his blood. 

His debt of nurture he repaid ; 

The lowing herds he tore, 

A fierce unbidden feast he made. 

And the house was foul with gore. 

Huge grief its inmates overshed. 

Huge mischief, slaughter widely spread ! 

A heaven-sent Priest of Woe 

In the Palace did he grow. 

W. E. Gladstone. 
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CHOEPHORGE. 

20—83. 

ioAtoc €K &6m<i)v c3(iv OTp. a . 

Xoav npoiTOMnbc 6£uxeipt ouv KTun(|>. 
npenei napHic tpoivioic OMurMOic 

OVUXOC OAOKl VeOTOMCp* 

&i' ala>voc b* uifiioiai 36(»(eTai Kcop. 
AivoipOopoi 6' u9aajyidT(i>v 
AoKibec e9Xa&ov On' oAfcoiv, 
npoorepvoi otoAmoI 
ncnXcov aj-eAdaroic 
Eujyupopaic nenAHfMevcov. 



TOpbc rop 6pe66pi€ cpopoc, ^- a'< 

56m(i>v ovcipoiiavnC) l£ unvou kotov 

irvecov, aojpovuKrov AmPoomo 

MuxoOev IXqkc nepl 96p<|>, 

fuvoiKcioioiv ev 5a>jyiaaiv PapuQ tHtvojv. 

KpiTQi Tc T&V&' oveipdrcov 

eeoOev IAgkov unerfuoi 

M€M9€a6ai touc fxic 

vepecv nepi6ujyia>c 

Toic Kxavouai t" efKoreiv. 
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CHOEPHORCE. 

20—83. 

Obedient to my Queen's command, 
With pure libations in my hand, 

The regal halls I leave : 
The shredded robe, the oft-dealt blow, 
The bleeding cheek, whose furrows show 
The handy-work of frantic woe, 

Bear witness how I grieve. 

Tom is the linen vest, 

That veiled my snowy breast ; 
And smiles around my lips no longer play ; 

My heart, with care opprest, 
Is fed on agony from day to day. 
A cry the calm of midnight broke ; 
From the dark chambers Terror spoke ; 
Troubler of sleep ! — with ghastly stare, 
With breath of wrath, and bristling hair, 
And accent shrill that pierced the ear, 
Loud raved the dream-inspiring Seer ! 
Right heavily he sate, I ween. 
Above the chambers of the Queen. 
The interpreters, their troth who plight 

To spell the visions of the night. 

From God an answer gave : 
** Sent forth by murdered man," they said, 
** That form, to haunt the murderer*s bed, 
Had issued from the grave.'' 
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54 ^schylus. 

TOtdvbc x<ipiv oxdpiTOv dnoTponov kokc^v, orp. ^. 

la> faia iiaia, 

MCOMCva M* uxA\€i 

buoOeoc fuvd* 90poG- 
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The impious Queen in vain these offerings sends^ 
To turn aside the ill that boding dream portends. 
Earth ! her graceless gifts I pour thee I 
Earth, my mother ! I adore thee : 
Yet scarce my tongue thy power may dare 
To mock with ineffectual prayer : 
Can aught remove the murderer's guilt ? 
Can aught atone for life-blood spilt ? 
Halls, o'erwhelmed in ruin rude ! 
Hearth, where countless sorrows brood ! 
Round you, now my Lord is slain, 
Sunless, hateful shadows reign ; 
Loyal Faith that once possessed 
Every listening subject's breast, 
Faith, whose firmness seemed to mock 
War and foul sedition's shock, ^ 

Hath past away ; — ^the cravens bow 
Their necks beneath usurpers now. 
Man to success still court will pay. 
Still honour Fortune's fickle sway, 
Exalt her to the blest abodes, 
A Goddess and above the Gods. 
But Justice holds her equal scales 

With ever-waking eye ; 
O'er some her vengeful might prevails, 

When their life's sun is high ; 
On some her vigorous judgments light. 
In that dread pause twixt day and night. 

Life's closing twilight hour ; 
Round some, ere yet they meet their doom, 
Is shed the silence of the tomb, 

The eternal shadows lower ; 
But soon as once the genial plain 
Has drunk the life-blood of the slain, 
Indelible the spots remain. 
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S6 ^schyius. 

navapKCTOc vooou. 
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rOxaiQ, Kpu9aioic nevBeoiv naxvouiievH. 
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jEschylus. 57 

And aye for vengeance call, 
Till racking pangs of piercing pain 

Upon the guilty &11. 
What balm for him shall potent prove. 
Who breaks the ties of wedded love ? 
And though all streams united gave 
The treasures of their limpid wave. 

To purify from gore ; 
The hand, polluted once with blood, 
Though washed in every silver flood. 

Is foul for evermore ! 
Hard Fate is mine, since that dark day, 
Which girt my home with war's array. 
And bore me from my Other's hall, 
To pine afer, a captive thrall ; 
Hard Fatel to yield to Heaven's decree. 
And what I am not, seem to be ; 
Dissemble hatred, and control 
The bitter workings of the soul ; 
E'en to injustice feign consent ; 
Detest the wrong, but not prevent : 
Yet oft I veil my fiace, to weep 
For those who unavenged sleep ; 
Oft for my slaughtered lord I mourn. 
Chilled by the frost of grie^ with secret anguish torn I 

Joseph Anstice. 
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58 ■ J&schylus, 

EUMENIDES. 

307—396. 

ofc &H Kai xopov at|;a))Liev, enci 

MoOoav OTUfcpav 
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^schyius, 59 



EUMENIDES. 

307—396. 

Up and lead the dance of Fate ! 
Lift the song that mortals hate ! 
Tell what rights are ours on earth, 
Over all of human birth. 
Swift of foot t' avenge are we ! 

He whose hands are clean and pure, 
Nought our wrath to dread hath he ; 

Calm his cloudless days endure. 

But the man that seeks to hide. 
Like him, his gore-bedew^d hands, 

Witnesses to them that died, 

The blood avengers at his side, 
The Furies' troop for ever stands. 

Mother ! that us thy sacred brood did'st bear ! 
O mother Night ! 
Us, owned by all — the blind to earthly light, 
And those that yet behold Heaven's sunshine bright. 
The Powers of vengeance, hear ! 
See us dishonoured by Latona's son, 
Who far hath rent away 
This our devoted prey. 
For deed of murder on his mother done. 
O'er our victim come begin ! 
Come, the incantation sing. 
Frantic all and maddening, 
To the heart a brand of fire, 
The Furies' hymn. 
That which chains the senses dim. 
Tuneless to the gentle lyre, 
Withering the soul within. 
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6o jEschylus. 

TOUTO rap Adxoc biovraia 
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Oeokv 5* dTcAeiov ejutoi- 
01 AiTaiQ cniKpaiveiv, 
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^schylus. 6 1 

Even at our birth the Fates decreed 
To us the everlasting meed ; 
Whoe'er untimely blood hath spilt, 
Loading his soul with murtherous guilt ; 

His resdess followers still to be, 
Even till he refuge take beneath 
The darksome earth, nor yet in death 
From our inevitable presence free. 
O'er our victim come begin ! 
Come, the incantation sing. 
Frantic all and maddening, 
To the heart a brand of fire, 
The Furies* hymn, 
That which chains the senses dim, 
Tuneless to the gentle lyre. 
Withering the soul within. 

Such at our birth our lot was given. 

Ne'er to approach the immortal Gods of heaven, 

Nor ever at the joyous feast 

Was deity of light our guest. 
Nor share nor portion e'er had we 
In the white robes of their festivity. 

We the task of ruin chose, 

T* overthrow the palaces of those 

Who in the bloody civil strife 

Stain their hands with kindred life. 

Him our restless feet pursue ; 
In his triumphant hour, 

And while the reeking blood is new. 
We crush him in his power. 

We thus the weight of care remove 

From the great avenging Jove. 
Thus men of blood our imprecations free 
From judgment of each other deity ; 
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62 ^schylus, 

Mh6' etc afKptoiv €A0€tv« 
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M€V€l fdp* €UMHXaVOl OTp. 6. 

&e Kal TeAetoi, kqic&v 

T€ MVHjyiov€<; aeuval, 

Koi fiuonapHfOpoi 3pOTOic, 
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fcpag iraAaibv, ou6* 
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ToSiv Ixouoa Kdl tuodAiov Kve9a<:. 
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For highest Jove this hateful race 
Forbids to stand before his awful face. 
The pride of all of human birth, 
All glorious in the eye of day, 
Dishonoured slowly melts away, 
Trod down and trampled to the earth, 
Whenever our dark-stoled troop advances. 
Whene'er our feet lead on the dismal dances. 

For leaping down from high, I place 
My stem foot's ponderous weight, 

Supplanting him in his triumphant race, 
And hurling him down headlong — awful fate ! 
H^whom the darkness of his guilt o'erclouds 
In sin's blind dulness still the doom defies, 
Till through the gloom his fated house that shrouds, 
Wail feebly forth the many-voiced cries. 

For light our footsteps are. 
And perfect is our might. 
Awful remembrancers of guilt and crime. 

Implacable to mortal prayer, 
Far from the gods, unhonoured, and heaven's light, 

We hold our voiceless dwellings dread. 
All unapproached by living or by dead. 

What mortal feels not awe, 
Nor trembles at our name. 
Hearing our fate-appointed power sublime, 

Fixed by the eternal law ? 
For old our office, and our fame. 

Might never yet of its due honours fail. 
Though 'nejith the earth our realm in unsunn'd regions 
pale. 

Dean Milman. 
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66 Sophocles. 

AJAX. 
596-645. 
cd KActva ZaAaMKi <'^ Mcv ttou orp. a . 

vaUiQ dAmAaKTOCi eutaiMcov, 
naoiv nepi9avT0<; &ei* 
cfo) 6' 6 tAqmcov iToAaibc 69* ou xp^voc 
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Kai MOi buadcpdireuTOC ATac ovr. a • 
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a9iAa nap* d9iAoic 
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aiAivov alAivov 

ou5* oiKTpac roov opviSoc aH^ouc 

HGCi 6uoMOpoc, oAA' oEuTOvouc M€V 4>6ac 

epHVHOei, X^P^nAHKTOl &* 

€v OTcpvoioi iTcaoOvTai 

2)oOnoi Kal iroAiac djuurMa X^^^^^C* 
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Sophocles. 67 

AJAX. 

596-645. 
Fair Salamis, the billow's roar 
Wanders around thee yet ; 
And sailors gaze upon thy shore 
Firm in the Ocean set. 
. Thy son is in a foreign clime 

Where Ida feeds her countless flocks, 
Far from thy dear remembered rocks, 
Worn by the waste of time, — 
Comfortless, nameless, hopeless, — save 
In the dark prospect of the yawning grave. 

And Ajax, in his deep distress 

Allied to our disgrace, 
Hath cherished in his loneliness 

The bosom friend's embrace. 
Frenzy hath seized thy dearest son, 

Who from thy shores in glory came 

The first in valour and in fame ; 
The deeds that he hath done 
Seem hostile all to hostile eyes ; 
The sons of Atreus see them and despise. 

Woe to the mother, in her close of day, 
Woe to her desolate heart, and temples gray, 

When she shall hear 
Her loved one's story whispered in her ear I 

"Woe, woe 1" will be the cry, — 
No quiet murmur like the tremulous wail 
Of the lone bird, the querulous nightingale, — 

But shrieks that fly 
Piercing, and wild, and loud, shall mourn the tale ; 
And she will beat her breast, and rend her hair, 
Scattering the silver locks that Time hath left her there*. 

E 2 
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68 Sophocles. 

KpciocKov nap* 'Ai^i Kcuecov 6 voocdv Mdrov, &vt. ^^ 

oc CK TTOTpcpac HKCov fcveac apiaro^ 

noAunovcov *Axatu>v, 

oOk en ouvTpoipoK 

6praic €Mn€6oc» oAA* Iktoc omiAcu 

(A tAoImov norep, oiav 0€ jmevei TTuOcoBai 
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civ ouno) Tig eOpeycv 
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AJAX. 

693—718. ^ 

e9pi£' cpcoTi, nepixapHC 6* aveirroMav. orp. 

1(0 10) TTav TTav, 

(o ITav TTav dAiirAapcre, KuAXaviac x^ovoiovnou 
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cMol EuveiH 61C1 navToc euippcdv. 
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Sophocles. 69 

Oh ! when the pride of Graecia's noblest race 
Wanders, as now, in darkness and disgrace, 

When Reason's day 
Sets rayless— joyless — quenched in cold decay, 

Better to die, and sleep 
The never-waking sleep, than linger on. 
And dare to live, when the soul's life is gone : 

But thou shalt weep, 
Thou wretched father, for thy dearest son, 
Thy best beloved, by inward Furies torn, 
The deepest^ bitterest curse, thine ancient house hath 
borne I 

WiNTHROP MaCKWORTH PRAED. 



AJAX. 

693—718. 

A SHUDDER of love thrills through me. Joy ! I soar ! 

O Pan, wild Pan 1 \They datice.l 

Come from Cyllene hoar — 
Come from the snow-drift, the rock-ridge, the glen ! 

Leaving the mountain bare 

Fleet through the salt sea-air, 
Mover of dances to Gods and to men. 
Whirl me in Cnossian ways — thrid me the Nysian maze ! 
Come, while the joy of the dance is my care ! 

Thou too, Apollo, come. 

Bright from thy Delian home, 
Bringer of day. 

Fly o*er the southward main 

Here in our hearts to reign, 
Loved to repose there and kindly to stay. 
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70 Sophocles. 

€Au(5€v alvbv axoc an* 6MM<5Ta>v "ApHC. avr. 

lo> ico. vOv au, 

vOv, Ia ZeO, ndpa Acukov eudM€pov rreAdoai <{>doc 

eofiv d>KuoAci)v vcoiv, 6t* Ala^ 

Aaeinovoc noAiv, Occov 6' au 

ndvBuTa eeajuii* 6£hvuo* cuvomi^ 

063(i)v MCfiora. 

ndve' 6 MCfag xP^voc MOpaivci, 

Koubev avauiaxov 9aTtoaiM* dv, eurc f 16 acAirrov 

Aiac MeravcfvcooOH 

6uMoG T* 'ATpeibaK MCfdAov re veiKcov. 



(EDIPUS TYRANNUS, 

ISI-215. 

€& Aibc d5u€iT€c ^dri, orp. 

lie nore rcic iroAuxpuoou 

ITuecovoc dfAadc €3a<; 

6H3ac; eKTeraMoi 903c- 

pdv 9p€va, bciMart rrdAAov, 

iHie AdAi€ TTaiov, 

dM9i <3ol d^6Mevoc, ti jiioi h veovi 

H nepiTeAAoMcvaic copaic ndXiv 

e8avuaei<; xp^oc* €ln€ MOi, co xpuoe- 

ac TCKvov ' EAm5oc, dM3poT€ <>dMa* 
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Sophocieu 71 

Horror is past Our eyes have rest from pain. 

O Lord of Heaven I [Tkey dance,"] 

Now blithesome day again 
Purely may smile on our swift-sailing fleet, 

Since, all his woe forgot, 

Aias now faileth not 
Aught that of prayer and Heaven-worship is meet. 
Time bringeth mighty aid — nought but in time doth fade : 
Nothing shall move me as strange to my thought. 

Aias, our lord, hath now 

Cleared his wrath-burdened brow 
Long our despair, 

Ceased from his angry feud 

And with mild heart renewed 
Peace and goodwill to the high-sceptred pair. 

Lewis Campbell. 



(EDIPUS TYRANNUS. 

151— 215. 

Lord of the Pythian treasure, 

What meaneth the word tiiou hast spoken ? 
The strange and wondrous word. 

Which Thebes hath heard, 
Oh ! it hath shaken our hearts to a faltering measure ! 
A token, O Paian, a token 1 
What is thy boon to us ? 
Shall it come soon to us, 
Shall it be long e'er the circle bend 
Full round to the fatal end ? 
Answer us, daughter of Hope, 

Voice bom Immortal of golden Hope ! 
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72 Sophcdes. 

Trpa)To 06 KCKAoMevoc, 6ura- ^» a* 

T€p Aioci oM3poT' *A6dvo, 

faidoxov T* a&€\9eov 

"Apremv, o kuk\6€vt* ofo- 

pac Opovov euKAca 6daaa, 

Kal <t>oi3ov €Ka36Aov, lo> 

Tpioaoi oAe^iMOpoi npo<|Ki[VHTe moi, 

€1 noTC Kol npOTcpoc arac uircp- 

opvuMcvac Tfd\ei hvuoot* cKTOiri* 

av 9A6ra nHM<XTOc» cAdere mxl vCv. 

(o nonot, ovdpiOMa fop q>€pa) orp. 0f. 

nHMQTa* voaci be juiot irponac 

GToAoc» o66' Ivi 9povTi{)oc erxoc 

(p TIC dAe^erai. outc n>p cKf ova 

kAutoIc x^<>voC'au^€Tai outc tokoigiv 

iHUov KaMOTCov &ve- 

Xouai fuvaiKec 

oAAov b* av oAAcp npoaU 

6oic &n€p evirrepov opviv 

Kpeiaoov aMaiMOKCTOu nupbc opMcvov 

OKTCiv npb^ eoncpou Ocov* 

cov noAic ovoptOiioc oAAurm* ovr. 3** 

vHAea \k r€V€6Ao npo^ ne5<p 

eavoTa96pa kcitoi avoiicTcoc* 

€v 6' oAoxoi noXiai t* eiri Morepec 

OKTov napd 3a>Miov oAAoOev oAAoi 

Auf pcov novcov iiCTHpec e- 

niarevdxouoiv. 

noiav 6c AcxMnei otovo- 

eood T€ fHpuc ouauAoc 

&v unep, cj XP^^'^^ Ouforcp AibCi 

euuno ncMM^ov dAKov* 
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Sophocles. 73 

First therefore thou be entreated, 

Divine unapproachable maiden, 
And Artemis with thee, our aid to be. 
In the mid mart of our city majestical seated. 
And Phcebus the archer death-laden! 
By your affinity 
HelpfuUest trinity, 
Help us. And as in the time gone by 
Ye have bowed to our plaintive cry. 
Bowed to our misery sore : 

So come to us now as ye came before. 

Ah me ! it is a world, a world of woe, 
Plague upon the height and plague below ! 
And they mow us with murderous glaive, 
And never a shield to save ! 
^ Never a fruit of the earth comes to the birth. 
And in vain, in vain 
Is the cry and the labour of mothers, and all for a fruit- 
Away, away, [less pain. 
. Ghost upon ghost they are wafted away : 
One with another they die, 
Swifter than flame do they fly 
From life, ft-om light, from day. 

Ah me 1 it is a world, a world of dead. 
Feverous and foul, with corpses spread : 

TVnd they lie as they lie, unbefriended. 
Where are the mothers, and where are the wives? 

They are fled, fled for their lives, 

To the altars to pray. 

There to lie, to sigh, 
And to pray, and to pray unattended, 

With choir and cry 
Lamentation and litany blended. 
And only, O Maiden, by thee may our marred estate be 
mended. 
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74 Sophocles^ 

"Aped re tov MoAepbv, oc orp. r- 

vuv oxoAkoc aoni&cov 
9A6f6i M6 nepi^oHTOC &vTid^a>v, 
noAioouTOv bpoMMjia vcoriaat norrpac 
taiTOupov, €Tt' €C M€rav 
edAaMOV 'AM9iTptTac 

€IT* €C TOV OITO^CVOV OpJLlOV 

GpHKiov kAu&covq* 
trcAei rap €4 ti vu£ ok^h, 
toOt* €it' HMop cpxerar 

TOV, W TOV ITUp96pO)V 

ciOTpanav icpdTH v6Ma>v, 

w Zeu noTcp, unb o<ip 9ebov K€pauv<}), 



AuKci* ava6, to t6 oa xpu- avT. 

GO9Tp69C0v an* afKuAav 
peAca OcAoim' av abajLioT* evbctreioeai 
taptorit npooTaxSevra, toq tc nup96pouc 
*ApT€M4^oc aifAac, 6uv ate 
AiJKi* opea biaaoei' 
tov xpixJo^iTpav Te kikAhokco, 
Tcicjb' €iTc2>vuM0v raCi 
otvuna BoKXOv £uiov, 
Maivd&cov dMOOToAov, 
neAacseHvai 9A€fovT' 
dfAocbm * * * 
neuK^L *m tov diroTijiiov ev ScoTc Scov. 
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Sophocles. 75 

The fiend of plague, whose swordless hand 
Bums like battle through the land, 
With wild tempestuous wailing all about him, — 
O cross his track and turn him back 
O meet him, thou, and rout him I 

Let him sink again 

Deep in the deepest main ! 
Let him mingle in horrible motion 

With the wildest ocean I 
(For still what scapes the cruel night, 
Cruel day destroys it quite.) 

But oh ! with thunder-stroke 
Let our enemy and thine be broke,-^ 
O Zeus 1— 
Father 1 — ^let him know thy wrath, thy wrath divine ! 

O God of light, from lightsome bow 

Cast abroad thy fiery snow. 
Like morsels cast thine arrowy, fiery snow ! 

And thou, O mountain maiden pure, 

His sister, stand our champion sure, 
Stand and strow 

Arrows, as fire, below ! 
Thou too— thou art Theban — O Bacchus, 
Thou—art thou not Theban ?— O Bacchus, 

In rosy bloom, elate and smmg. 

Lead thy madding train along, 
Until thy fiery chase 

Hunt the demon from the place 
Afar, afar ! 
O follow, follow him &r, afar ! 

A. W. Verrall. 
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76 Sophocles. 

CEDIPUS TYRANNUS. 
863—910. 

ei ^01 6uv€iH 9epovTi orp. a . 

MOipa Tav euoeiTTOv dj-veiav Aofcov 

epfcov T€ ndvTCov, cjv vomoi npOKCivroi 

u>|fUTO^Ci oupaviov 

hi aieepa tckvoOcvtcc, cjv "OAumitoc 

iroTHp udvoc, ou6e viv 

Ovora 9U01C avcpcov 

CTUCTCV, ou&€ MHV noT€ XdOa KoraKoiMdoei* 

MCfac €V TouToic debc» ou^c fHpdaKeu 

u3pic 90T€uei Tupawov* dvr. a . 

u3pK, €1 noAAcjv uiT€pTrXH06$ Mdrav, 

a MH 'nimiipa ^h5€ ouM^cpovra, 

dKpoTOTOv €iaava3do* 

^ * dnoTOMOV (opouoev €ic dvdficav, 

Iv6* ou TfO&i xpH<3iM<P 

XpHTQU TO KOACJC &" €XOV 

noAei ndAaiGMQ mhtiotc XOaai Ocov alToGMOu 
6e6v ou Ah£o> noTC npoordrav lox^ov. 

€1 &€ TIC uncpoirra x^p^ilv OTp. 3'. 

H \6r<p nop€ueToi, 
Aucac d<pd3HT0Ci oubc 
5aiu6v(i)v I6H oepcov, 

KOUcd VlV IAOITO MOLpO, 

buonoTMOU x^piv x^t^Ct 

el MN TO Kep5oc Kep&av€i &iKaio>c 

Kai Tc^v do€iTT(i)v epEcTat, 

H Twv ddiKTCov e^erai ^OTdfcov. 

tIc €Tl ITOT* €V T0l(l6" dvHp OUMoO pCAH 

cu^erai yux^C dMuveiv; 
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Sopkacks. 77 

CEDIPUS TYRANNUS. 
863—910. 

Mine be it, mine to hold, 
With destiny to aid, the stainless sanctity 

In words and actions manifold, 
Whereof the laws do live and move on high. 

Set in eternal spheres. 
Bom in the bright expanse of upper sky, 
Birth of the high God, not of mortal years, 

Nor unto dull oblivion a prey : 
Strong, ageless deity is theirs, and waneth not away. 

The child of earthly pride 
Is tyranny, when once man*s life doth teem 
With wealth too great to profit or beseem. 

Up, by a path untried. 
Up to the crowning peak of bliss 
She climbs, then headlong down the sheer abyss 

Helpless she sinks to the unfooted void I 
Yet unto God I pray that he may ne'er annul 
Man's strife that man's estate be honoured to the full. 
God is my help ; to him my £diith clings undestroyed. 

But if a man, in deed or word, 

Walks o*er-informed with pride and might, 

By fear of justice undeterred, 

Scorning the seats of deity, 

111 doom, to that man drawing nigh^ 

His ill-starred arrogance requite ! 

Unless toward his proper gain 

With uncorrupted hand he strain, 

Unless he loathe all filthiness — 
If with lewd hands he touch the grace of holiness I 
Henceforth, if such things be, no mortal evermore 

Can from his life repel 
The darts of heaven and boast that foiled they fell : 
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78 Sophodes. 

d r^p at Totaifte npd^eic timuxi, 
Ti 6ei M€ xop€U€iv; 



ouK in Tov aOiKTOv cijuii avr. ^^ 

rac ^n* 6M9aA6v a€3(ov, 

ou6* €C TOV "A3aiai vabv, 

oube TOV 'OAuMniav, 

€1 MH rdbe xcip6b€iKTa 

ndoiv dpMoaei 3poToic. 

&A\', <o KparuvcoV) cincp opO* okouciq, 

ZeO ndvT* dvdoacov, jlih \ddoi 

0€ Tdv re odv dodvarov aikv dpxdv. 

9eivovTa rap ♦ ♦ • Aatou 

660900-* cEaipoOoiv H&H, 

KOubttMoO Tijuaic 'AnoAAcDV eM9Q(VHC* 

epp€i 5€ TCI 8eia« 



OEDIPUS COLONEUS. 
668—719. 
euLTTTTOU, £eve, Toobe x^P^C OTp. a. 

iKOu TO KpdTicjTa ffic cnauAa, 
TOV dpfHTa KoAcovbv, Iv6* 
d Xifeia jLiivupeTai 
OoMUouaa jLidAiOT* dH&d)v 
XAcopaic uno ^dG0aK, 
TOV olvcona vejuiouaa Kioaov 
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If he who walks such ways 
Deserve man's honour and his praise, 
Wherefore with holy dance should I the Gods adore? 

Never again from Delphi's central hearth, 

The sacred spot inviolate of earth, 
Will I seek Phoebus' grace, 
Nor unto Abae nor Olympia go, 
Unless these presages come forth, 
Clear, to the issue joined, for all to see' and show. 

But unto thee we pray, 
Zeus, lord and king ! if so men call on thee aright — 

Deathless thou art, eternal, full of sway — 

Let not transgression 'scape thy sight I 
Wrecks of a bygone day, 
The ancient oracles of Laius' line 

Are cast contemned away ! 
No more is glorified Apollo's shrine ; 

Death falls on things divine. 

£. D. A. MORSHEAD. 



GEDIPUS COLONEUS. 

668—719. 

Stranger, thou art standing now 
On Colonos' sparry brow ; 
All the haunts of Attic ground, 
Where the matchless coursers bound. 
Boast not, through their realms of bliss, 
Other spot as fair as this. 
Frequent down this greenwood dale. 
Mourns the warbling nightingale, 
Nestling mid the thickest screen 
Of the ivy's darksome green ; 
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8o Sophocles, 

Koi Tcrv a3oT0V Oeou 
9uAAd6o uupi6Kopifov dvHAiov 
0VHvc|i6v T€ ndvTcov 
X€iMa>v(i>v* Iv* 6 3aKxta>Tac 
del Aidvuooc £jLi3aTeuei 
Ocaic dM9ino\u>v tiOhvoic. 



edAXei 5* oupaviac un* uxvac 
6 KaAAi3ofpuc mxt* ^MOp del 
vdpKtaaoc, MerdAaiv Oeoiv 
dpxoibv ore^dvcou* , o re 
XpuooufHC KpoKoc* ou6' duiTvot 
KpAvai Mivu6ouaiv 
KiKpiooC vojutdbec peeOpcov, 
oAX* oiev en* hmoti 
(OKUTOKoc nebicov enivlaoerai 
dKHpdT<p £uv om3p<p 
orepvouxou x^ovoc* oube Mouauv 
XOpoi viv dne(STvp4oav, ou&* d 
Xpuodvioc 'A9po6iTa. 



loTtv 6* otov efoi fdc *Aoiac ouk enoKouco, orp. 3'. 

ou6* hi TO MCfdA^ 

Ao}pi&t vdocp TTcAonoc 

ira>noTe ^Aaorov 

9UTeuM* dxeipHTOv oirrdrroiov» 
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Or where, each empurpled shoot 
Drooping with its myriad fruit, 
Curled in many a mazy twine, 
Blooms the never-trodden vine, 
By the God's protecting power 
Safe from sun and storm and shower. 
Bacchus here, the summer long, 
Revels with the Goddess throng. 
Nymphs who erst, on Nyssa's wild. 
Reared to man the rosy child. 

Here Narcissus, day by day, 
Buds, in clustering beauty gay, ^ 

Sipping aye, at mom and even. 
All the nectar dews of heaven. 
Wont amid your locks to shine, 
Ceres fair, and Proserpine. 
Here the golden Crocus gleams, 
Murmur here unfailing streams, 
Sleep the bubbling fountains never, 
Feeding pure Cephisus river, 
Whose prolific waters daily 
Bid the pastures blossom gaily, 
With the showers of spring-tide blending. 
On the lap of earth descending. 
Here the Nine, to notes of pleasure. 
Love to tread their choral measure, 
Venus, o'er those flowVets gliding. 
Oft her rein of gold is guiding. 

Now a brighter boast than all 
Shall my grateful song recall ; 
Yon proud shrub, that will not smile, 
Pelops, on thy Doric isle, 
Nor on Asiatic soil, 
But unsown, unsought by toil. 
Self-engendered, year by year, 

F 
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82 SopJwcks. 

ejxect>v 963Hjyui Nitcov, 
T9&€ OdXAci Mcriora x^P?i 
fAauKac nai5oTp69ou ^uMov cAaloc* 
Tb jyiev TIC oue* d36c cure rnp? 
GHMoivcov oAuooei x^*i ncp- 
aac 6 rap alev 6pa>v kukAoc 
Xcuaoei viv Mopiou Aioc 
Xa rAauKcbmc *Aedva. 



oAAov 6' atvov cxa> juuxrponoAci t$5€ KpaTiOTov, avr. $*. 

&a)pow ToO Mcrd^ou 

baiuovo^, €in€tv, x^voc ou- 

XHjyia MefiOTov, 

euimrovi euircoAov, euddAao(X>v. 

CO nm Kpdvou, ou- fop viv ec 

t6&* eloac quxhm** dva6 TTooei&dv, 

nmoioiv Tov diccoTHpa xo^ivov 

npcbraioi raiobc ktiooc afDiaic. 

d 6* euHpcTMOC eKTTorA* dAia 

X€pol irapoiTTOMeva irAdra 

8pa>0K€t, T&v 6KaTojLin65ci)v 

NHpH&ct>v dKdAou6<K. 
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Springs to life a native here. 
Tree the trembling foeman shuns, 
Garland for Athena's sons, 
May the olive long be ours, 
None may break its sacred bowers, 
None its boughs of silvery grey 
Young or old may bear away : 
Morian Jove, with look of love, 
Ever guards it from above. 
Blue-eyed Pallas watch unsleeping 
O'er her favourite tree is keeping. 
Swell the song of praise again ; 
Other boons demand my strain, 
Other blessings we inherit, 
Granted by the mighty Spirit ; 
On the sea and on the shore, 
Ours the bridle and the oar. 
Son of Saturn old ! whose sway 
Stormy winds and waves obey. 
Thine be honour*s well-earned meed. 
Tamer of the champing steed : 
First he wore on Attic plain 
Bit of steel and curbing rein. 
Oft too o'er the waters blue, 
Athens, strain thy labouring crew ; 
Practised hands the bark are plying. 
Oars are bending, spray is flying, 
Sunny waves beneath them glancing^ 
Sportive Nereids round them dancing, 
With their hundred feet in motion, 
Twinkling mid the foam of ocean. 

J. Anstice. 
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84 Sophocles. 

CEDIPUS COLONEUS. 

121 1 — 1248. 

5oTtc ToG TrAeovoc Mcpouc ('Tp. 

XP^^^^ "^^ MCTpiou irapclc 
icociv, OKauxsuvav <|>uAdao(ov 
€v cMol Kord&HAoc lorai. 
end noMa juev al jLtaKpoi 
ajuicpai KOTcOevTO &h 
Aunac crrurepco, to T€p- 
novTQ V ouK ov 75oic onou, 
OTOV TIC cc irAcov ncOH 
. TOO eeAovToc 6 6* cmKoupoc iooTcAeoroc, 
"Aiboc 6t€ Moip' avuM€vaioc 
oAupoc axopoc ovoiT€<pHve, 
BavoTOc ec TcAeurdv. 



ILiH (pOvai Tov anavTO vi- 
KQ Aofov TO 5*, eirci 9av5, 
3Hvat Kei6€v o0ev nep hkci 
noAu bcuTCpov a)Q Toxiora. 
a>C CUT* av TO veov nap$ 
KOUipac a9pO(Suvoc q>epov, 
TIC nAarX0H noAuMOxOoc c- 

6(0, TIC OU KOMOTCDV €Vi; 

96V01, OTaociCi Iptc, MOX^iii 

Kal 906VOC' TO Te KaTa)ui€MTTTOV cniAeAofxe 

TTUMaTOV aKporrec AirpoooMtAov 

fHpac a9iAov, iva nponavTo 

KaKa KQKCOV ^UVOIKCL 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Sophocles. 85 

CEDIPUS COLONEUS. 
121 1 — 1248. 

What man is he that yearneth 

For length unmeasured of days ? 
Folly mine eye discemeth 

Encompassing all his ways. 
For years over-running the measure 

Shall change thee in evil wise : 
Grief draweth nigh thee ; and pleasure^ 

Behold, it is hid from thine eyes. 

This to their wage have they 

Which overlive their day. 
And He that looseth from labour 

Doth one with other befriend, 

Whom bride nor bridesmen attend, 
Song, nor sound of the tabor, 

Death, that maketh an end. 

Thy portion esteem I highest, 

Who wast not ever begot ; 
Thine next, being bom who diest 

And straightway again art not. 
With follies light as the feather 

Doth Youth to man be&U ; 
Then evils gather together, 

There wants not one of them all — 

Wrath, envy, discord, strife. 

The sword that seeketh life. 
And sealing the sum of trouble 

Doth tottering Age draw nigh, 

Whom friends and kinsfolk fly, 
Age, ^pon whom redouble 

All sorrows under the sky. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



36 Sophocles. 

€v fy T\dM(ov o6*, ouK cfo) m6v(k> €n(j>b. 

iravToecv 36p€t<K wc nc 

UKTQ KUMaTonAH& x^Mcpia KAovctrai, 

a>c kqI Tovbe KoraKpac 

&€IVai KUMOTOaf€tC 

firai kAovcouoiv acl EuvoOoai, 
al M€v on* acAiou buoMoiv, 
ai 5' avoreAAovTOC, 
ai V ava M^oaov aicnv', 
al be vuxiav ono ptrrav. 



ANTIGONE. 

332—375. 

noXXa Ta.5€tva kou5«v &v- orp. a. 

8pa>iT0u ^eivOTcpov ncAeu 

TouTO kqI noAioO ncpav 

TTovTou x^^Mepi<p v6t<p 

XO)p€i, ncpi^puxioiaiv 

nepcov uiT* oibjyiaoi¥» 

0€a)v T€ Tov unepTOTOv, rdv 

a9diTuv, aKaudrav arroTpurrai, 

lAXoM^vcov apoTpcov ctoq €ic ero^, 

iimeicp fivei noAeCov. 
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This man, as me, even so. 
Have the evil days overtaken ; 
And like as a cape sea-shaken 
With tempest at earth's last verges 
And shock of all winds that blow, 
His head the seas of woe, 
The thunders of awful surges 
Ruining overflow ; 
Blown from the fall of even, 

Blown from the dayspring forth^ 
Blown from the noon in heaven, 

Blown from night and the North. 

A. E. HOUSMAN. 



ANTIGONE. 

332—375. 

Much is there passing strange ; 

Nothing surpassing mankind. 
He it is loves to range 
Over the ocean hoar, 
Thorough the surges* roar, 

South winds raging behind ; 

Earth, too, wears he away, 
The mother of Gods on high 

Tireless, free from decay ; 

With team he furrows the ground. 

And the ploughs go round and round, 
As year by year goes by. 
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88 Sophocles. 

KOU90v6cDV T€ q>uAOV op- OVT. 

vi6(ov aM<|»t3aMov ofei, 
Kol 6Hpa>v aj-picov cOvh, 
novTOu t' eivoAlav 9U01V 
oneipauii 6iicruoKAa>OTOtCi 
nepi<|»pa6Hc avHp* 
KpoT€i Ik MHxavatc afpouAou 
OHpbc 6p600t3dTa, Aaaioux^vo d* 
iimov acEerm &M<|MAoqK>v ^j-bv 
oup€i6v T* OKMHTa ToGpov. 



KQi 90€rMa Kol avcMoev orp. ^ . 

9p6vH|yia kqI aoTuvojyiouc oprac ebi- 

6d£aT0 KQi 6u<iouAci>v 

ndfCDv unaiOpcta kqI 6uo- 

Oiyi3pa <p€ur€iv 3€Ah- 

novTonopoc anopog en ou6€v Ipxerat 

TO McAXov "Alba Movov 

9€06lV OUK €TTd8€Tai* 

voocov 5* djUHxavcov 9ufac 6uMne9paaTai. 

0096V Tl TO MHXOVOCV avT. ^'. 

Texvag uncp €Am5* cxcov noTe Mev kokov, 
oMoT* €n* €oeAbv I pnei, 
voMOug iTapaipa>v x^ovbc Oc- 

COV T* CVOpKOV 61KOV 

uyiTFoAic dnoAic, brcp to mh koXov 

SuvcoTi, ToXjLiac X^P^^* 

Mht* ImoI nap€OTioc 

fcvoiTO mht* loov 9pov(ov oc Td6* epbcu 
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Saphocks, 89 



The bird-tribes, light of mind, 
The races of beasts of prey. 

And sea-fish after their kind, 

Man, abounding in wiles, 

Entangles in his toils- 
And carries captive away. 

The roamers over the hill, 
The field-inhabiting deer, 

By craft he conquers, at will ; 

He bends beneath his yoke 

The neck of the steed unbroke, 
And pride of the upland steer. 



He has gotten him speech, and fancy breeze-betost. 

And for the state instinct of order meet ; 
He has found him shelter from the chilling frost 

Of a clear sky, and from the arrowy sleet ; 
Illimitable in cunning, cunning-less 

He meets no change of fortune that can come; 
He has found escape from pain and helplessness ; 

Only he knows no refuge from the tomb. 



Now bends he to the good, now to the ill. 

With craft of art, subtle past reach of sight ; 
Wresting his country's laws to his own will. 

Spuming the sanctions of celestial right ; 
High in the city, he is made city-less, 

Whoso is corrupt, for his impiety; 
He that will work the works of wickedness. 

Let him not house, let him not hold, with me. 

Sir George Young. 
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90 Sophocks. 

ANTIGONR 

583—625. 

€u6oImovcc fl»bi KOKCdv orcuoroc ouov. orp. a'. 

oic rap av (xu]8$ e€9dev 56moc» otoc 

ou5€v cAAeinei, fcveac cni nAiiSoc epnov* 

OMOiov c^ore novriaic 

ol&fia 6uonv6otc otqv 

Bp^ooatotv lp€3oc u9aAov cmbpaMV i>voatc, 

KuAlvbct 3uoo6e€v K£Aaivav 

8iva Kal buodvcMOv, 

OTOvcp 3peMOuoi 6* avTmAHfec cucrai. 



apxaui Ta AapboKt^ oIkcdv 6pa>M<it 
iTHMorra 9617^ Inl nHMoot ninTOVT*, 
ou6' anoXXdoaei fcveav fcvoc, aXX' cpcinei 
^ OCMV TIC, ou6* €X€l Auoiv. 
vCv fap caxorac unep 
pUac 5 T6Tcrro 900^ cv Oiblnou ^omoic, 
kot' aO viv (potvia Oe&v rcov 
vcprepov ajuio KoniCi 
Aofou T* avoia kqI 9p€v&v ' Eptvug. 



Tcav, Zeu, (uvooiv lie av6pc»v crrp. pT. 

VTT€p3a(ita Kordoxv; 
tTov oCo' unvo^ aipet no6' 6 navrorMpoc 
OUT* QKonoi ee&v vtv 

flHVCC) &rHp€p 6€ )(p6v(p ^UVdOTOC 

KOTcxetc *OAuMnou 
jyiapMop6€00ov oir^av. 
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ANTIGONE. 

583—625. 

High is their happiness whose life stands clear 

From touch or taste of ill. 
For them whose roof-tree rocks beneath the wrath divine, 

No respite is from fear ; 
But curse on curse comes crowding on them still — 
Birth after birth, their generations pine. 

As when, beneath the North Wind's stormy scourge 
Of bitter blasts that blow from Thracian land, 
Over the deep-sea darkness drives the surge, 
From the dim gulf it stirs the dark and storm-vext sand, 
And wave-worn headland and confronting shore 
Reverberate the roar ; 

So see I woe on woe, ordained of old — 

Woes of the lining race, on woes of old time rolled, 

For all the line of Labdacus ! 

No generation's blight 
Can sate the curse nor give back light 
Where some dark power impends, with ruin fraught ! 

Awhile, light seem^ to grow 
0*er thy last root, O house of CEdipus ! 
But the fell sickle of the gods below — 
Wild words and frenzy of the mind distraught— 

Hews all away to nought. 

Zeus ! by no sin of man the oveiiwld 

Is thine high rule controlled : 
Not minished is thy strength sublime 
By sleep, that preys on all, or tireless months of time I 

Ageless in power, thy living royalty 
Dwells in Olympian sheen, in gleaming halls of sky ! 
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93 SaphocUs, 

TO T* eireiTa Kai to pkSkM 
kqI to iTpiv enapKcoei 
tvojuioc 66* [ou{)€v €pna)v] 
OvQTCdV 3i6t(|> irdMnoMc [cktoc otqc]. 

o rap 6h noAunAafKTOC eXnlc avr. $*. 

noAAoic M€v ovaaic av&pa>v, 

noAAoTc 6* andra kou90v6o)v epcorcov* 

€i66ti 5* oubev cpnci, 

nplv TTupi Oepiyi9 n65a tic npoaauoH. 

(Kxpia r&p Ik tou 

kXcivov cnoc n€9avTai, 

TO KOKOV 6oKeiv HOT* eoOAov 

Tcp5* Immcv OTcp 9p€vac 

©cbc ar€i npbc aTov* 

iTpda<}€i 5* oMfooTOv xpovov cktoc oTac. 



ANTIGONE. 
781—800. 
"EpcDC aviKaT€ m^X^v, <3Tp. a. 

'Epa)Ci oc ev KTHjuiaoi mirreic, 
oc €v moAqkoic napetaic 

Vcdvi&OC €VVUX€U€IC, 

901T9C ^* uirepnovTioc ev t* afpovoMOK auAatc* 

KQi a' OUT* ddavdTcov 9O81MOC oubclg 

ou6* QMepicov kn* dvepcbncov, 6 5* Ixcov mcMhvcv. 

ou Kai 6iKat(ov dbixouc avT. a*. 

9p€vac irapaonac eni Aa)3a* 
ou Kol T65e veiKOc dvbpcov 
Euvaijuiov 6X€tc TapdEoc* 
vtK9 6* cvapfHC 3\e9dpa>v iMepoc €u\eKTpou 
'fyuM90C, Tcov MCfoAcov ouxi ndpe^poc 
6e<iM0)v^ ojuiaxoc f dp eMnai^ei Oebc ' A9po&iTa. 
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Sophocles. 93 

This law of days long past 
For the next hour and for all time stands fast — 
Who gaineth bliss or wealth too great, 
For him lurks evil fate. 

Restless beguiling hope 
For many men holds gladness in its scope, 
But foils, for many, all they craved and sought 

In giddy pride of thought : 
Man knows not fate's approach, but onward fares, 
Till on the scorching fire his foot treads unawares. 

Wisely one spake this immemorial word — 
The man whom God unto ill doom doth lead. 
Sees and is blind, deems right the wrongful deed: 
And brief his date is, and his doom assured. 

£. D. A. MORSHEAD. 

ANTIGONE. 
781—800. 

O LOVE, thou art victor in fight : thou mak'st all things 

afraid ; 
Thou couchest thee softly at night on the cheeks of a maid ; 
Thou passest the bounds of the sea, and the folds of the 

fields ; 
To thee the immortal, to thee the ephemeral yields ; 
Thou maddenest them that possess thee ; thou tumest 

astray 
TlvB souls of the just, to oppress them, out of the way ; 
Thou hast kindled amongst us pride, and the quarrel of kin ; 
Thou art lord, by the eyes of a bride, and the love-light 

therein ; 
Thou sittest assessor with Right ; her kingdom is thine, 
Who sports with invincible might, Aphrodita divine. 

Sir George Young. 
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94 Sophocles. 

ANTIGONE. 

iiiS— 1154. 

noAu(i)vuMe, Ka^Mciac NuMq>ac afoAMa, orp. a 

Kal Atbc 3apu3p€M€Ta 

r€v<K, KAirrav cc aM9€n€ic 

'iroAlonr, Mcfictg 6e 

nofKoivoic *E\euaiviac 

AmoOc €v KoAnoic, BuKXcO, BoKxav 

6 MOTponoAiv OhPgv 

vaiercdv nap* urpwv 

MoMHVou ^Opcov, &rptou t' 

cni onop9 6pdu(0VTOc* 

<A V uTOp 61X69010 ncTpac cnrepoy 5na>ne avr. a . 

Aifvuc, €v6a KcopuKiat 

NujLKpai OTtxouai BoKxi6€c, 

KaoToAiac t6 vomo* 

Koi 0€ Nuaaicov opccdv n 

KiooHpetc oxeai xAo>pd t* dicTa 

TFOAuOTOKpuAoc iTCMnei 

&3p6Tcov enecov 

eua{6vTa>v 9H3atoc 

cmcJKonoOvT* afuiciQ* 

T&v cKnafAa Tijmac orp. p'. 

6n€p naodv noAccov 

MQTpl ouv Kepauvi^* 

Kol vOv, a>c piaiac exerai 

irdvdaMOc ajma noAic em voaou, 

MoAciv Koeapoiq) no6i TTap- 

foaiav uncp kAituv, 

Si OTOvoevra nopejiiov. 
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ANTIGONE. 

1 1 15— 1154. 

O God of many a name ! 

Filling the heart of that Cadmeian bride 

With deep delicious pride, * 

Offspring of him who wields the withering flame ! 

Thou for Italians good 

Dost care, and 'midst the all-gathering bosom wide 

Of De6 dost preside : 

Thou, Bacchus, by Ismenus' winding waters 

'Mongst Theb^'s frenzied daughters, 

Keep'st haunt, commanding the fierce dragon's brood. 

Thee o'er the forkM hill 

The pitchy flame beholds, where Bacchai rove, 

Nymphs of Corycian grove. 

Hard by the flowing of Castalia's rill. 

To visit Theban ways. 

By bloomy wine-cliffs flushing tender bright 

'Neath far Nyseian height 

Thou movest o'er the ivy-mantled mound, 

While myriad voices sound 

Loud strains of '^Evoel" to thy deathless praise. 

/ 
Jot Theb^ thou dost still uphold. 
First of cities manifold. 
Thou and the nymph whom lightning made 
Mother of thy radiant head. 
Come then with healing for the violent woe 
That o'er our peopled land doth largely flow, 
Passing the high Parnassian steep 
Or moaning narrows of the deep ! 
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g6 Sophocles. 

la> nCp Tiveoyrcav ovt. ?'. 

Xopdf* fiorpcDv, vuxtcov 

98€rMdT(ov enioKone, 

irai Zhvoc fevcOXov, iTp09dvHe* 

<o NaEiaic aaic ajyia ncpinoAoic 

6uioiaiv, ai oe MQivoMCvai 

irdvvuxoi xopcuouoi, 

Tov TQjyilav "laKxov. 
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Sophocles, 97 

Come, leader of the starry quire, 
Quick-panting with their breath of fire ! 
Lord of high voices of the night, 
Child bom to him who dwells in light. 
Appear with those who, joying in their madness, 
Honour the sole dispenser of their gladness, 
Thyiads of the iEgean main 
Night-long tripping in thy train. 

Lewis Campbell. 
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loo Euripides, 

MEDEA. 

627—662. 

€p(OT€C un€p Mev fifav orp. a . 

cAOovTCC ouK euboEiav 

ou6* operav nopebcoKav 

ovbpciaiv* ei 6* oMc eA9oi 

Kunpic, OUK oAXa Oebc €uxapic outo). 

MHHOT*, <S beonoiv', In cjmol 

XpUGCCOV TOSCOV €9€iHC 

IjLiepcp XP^^^^* O9^KT0v oioTOv. 



crrepfoi 64 jme o<09poouva, . avr. d. 

6a>pHjyia koMiotov e€a>v* 

Mh6€ hot' &M<piA6roug 6p- 

fac OKOpcord t€ v€ikh 

Buubv ^KirAH^aa* cTepotc enl Aeicrpotc 

npoa3dAoi bctvo Kunpic, d- 

TTToXejyiouc 5* euvdc a€3Uoua' 

6£u<ppci>v Kpivoi A€XH fuvaiKCdv. 



w TTOTplc, <S 6a>Md T* tjoibv, crrp. 3*. 

MH 6mt' dnoAK fcvoiiuiav 

Tov dMoxavioc €xouoa 

buoncpQTOv aia>v* 

oiKTpOTaTcov dxecDV. 

6avdT(p Oavdrcp irdpog 6aM€iMv 

OMepav Tdv5' cEavuaaaa* m6- 

X6c>>v V OUK oAAoc unepOcv h 

rue iraTpiac arepeaeou 
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Euripides, loi 

MEDEA. 

627 — 662. 

Love, when she entereth in 
To the heart of a man in her might, 
Granteth him never to win* 
The meed of his glory aright ; 
But should she come in degree, 
There is none so gracious as she ; 
Never, O queen, against me 
Launch from thy golden bow 
The arrow, nor erring nor slow, 
Dipped in the deep of desire. 

Me may modesty shield, 

Of the gifts of the gods the flower ; 

Ne'er may the dread Kypris yield 

To me for my doleful dower 

Wranglings of wrath, and the fire 

Of a strife that the years cannot tire, 

Ne'er may my mind she inspire 

With a love that must not be mine, 

Still be she wise to incline 

To the unions of virtue and peace. 

O land of my birth and my home. 
Ne'er be it mine, is my prayer, 
Houseless and helpless to roam. 
Leading a life of despair 
And a sorrowful lot alway; 
Rather, O death, for thy prey 
Take me, and darken the day 
Of my life in the light of the sun, 
Hardship of earth is there none 
Like to the loss of our land. 
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I02 Euripides, 

eiboMCV, ouK 16 6Tep(ov gvt. p'. 

Mu6<i)v exoM€v 9pdaao6ai* 

0£ r^p ou iToXic, ou 9iXa)v tic 

q^KTtoev iraOoCoov 

fccivoTOTOv nodecov. 

oxopiOTOC 5Aoie* OTCp napecm 

MH 9(Aouc TiMav» KoOopav avot- 

6avTa KXinibo 9pevcov* cjiol 

Mcv 9tAoc ounoT* eoTQi. 



HIPPOLYTUS. 

525-564. 
"EpciK "Epcoc, 5 KOT* 6MjuoTco\r oTp. a. 

<5Td?€K noGov, ciodrcov fAuKciav 
V^X? X°P*v ^^^ eniOTporeuoH, 
MH Moi 1TOT6 ouv KaK<{> 9aveiH<:i 
Mh5* appuOjUOC €A6oic. 
0UT6 rap nupbc out* 
aoTpcov un€pT€pov 3€Aoc 
olov TO Tac *A9po6iTac 

IH04V CK X€pCOV 

"Epwc, 6 Aibc naic. 

oMcdc a\\a>c napa t* *A\9€<j!> avr. a . 

<t^di3ou t* km TTu8ioic Tcpcjuvoic 
3ouTav 96VOV 'EaAqc ai* ae6€i* 

"EpCOTQ 66, TOV TUpOVVOV &v6p<i)V, 

Tov TUQ *A9po5tTac 
9iATdTCi>v OoAaMCOV 

KAi^6oCxOV, ou 0€^i^0M€V, 

iT€p6ovTa Kal 61a iTOoac 
iovTa ouM90pac 
dvaroK, otqv eA0i^. 
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Euripides. 103 

This do I know of a truth, 
Not from report is the tale 
That I ponder ; pity nor ruth 
For thy burden of bale 
From city or friend hast thou 
To solace thy suffering now ; 
Perish the ingrate, I trow, 
Who never at friendship's behest 
Flings back the bars of his breast, 
Friend is he none for me. 

G. SOUTAR. 

HIPPOLYTUS. 
525—564. 
O Love ! O Love ! from the eyes of thee 

Droppeth desire, and into the soul 
That thou conquerest leadest thou sweetness and charm ; 
Come not to me bringing sorrow or harm, 
And come not in dole, 
Nor with measureless passion overmaster thou me ! 
For neither the lightning fire 
Nor the bolts of the stars are dire 
As the dart hurled forth from the hand of Love, 
The Son of God above. 

For vainly, vainly, and all in vain 
Pile we to Phoebus the Pythian shrines ; 
Vainly by Alpheus heap victims on high ; 
Vain indeed are the prayers we cry. 
If no prayer divines 
That Love is the tyrant and master of men. 
Through every fate he errs. 
The keeper of bride-chambers, 
Nor alike unto all, nor one only way, 
He comes to spoil and slay. 
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I04 Euripides, 

TQV MCV OIXOAI^ GTp. 3'. 

n(bAov, aiufo A£KTpo>v, 

avav&pov to npiv kqI avujyKpov, oikcdv 

<eu6ao* air* eipeot^, {)poMd&a 

Tov "AiSo^ ^<iT« 3dKxav, 

OUV OlMOTt, OUV KOIIV^) 

90vioic 6* uMevaioi0iv 
*AAK|LiHvac TOKcp Kunpic c^e^coKCv 
& TAdjuuov UMCvaiov. 

d 9H3ac iepov avr. ^\ 

T€ixoc, & GTOMo AipKac, 

ouvemoiT* 6v d Kunpic oiov cpnei. 

PpovToi rap djuKpiTTUpcp T0Kd6a 

Tciv Aiofovoio BoKyou 

vuM9€ucioM€vav ndrMCp 

(povicp KaT€KoiMa(5€. 

Sciva fctp TO irdvT* ImirvcT, McAiacKr 6* 

oia TIC nenoTOTQi. 



ALCESTIS. 

435—454- 
(L TTcAiou OOfOTCp, 
Xaipouod moi elv * Atfta bojiotoi 
TOV dvdAtov oTkov oiKcreuoic. 
!<n(o 5* *Atboc 6 ixeXafxotTac 
6ebc» oc t' enl Kcona 
im&aAiq) T€ fcpov 
v€KpoTro|yiTr2>c i{€i, 

hqAu hU iToAu 6h j-uvouc* Apicrrav 
AiMvav * AxepovTiav nopeu- 
ooQ eAoTQ biKconcp. 
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Euripides. 105 

Think on that CEchalian riven 
Away from her home and her country, and driven, 

A maiden unwedded, across the seas, 
Rushing on Hades in fury, and mad with her wrongs ; 

For Cjrpris gave his bride to Herakles 
With blood, with smoke, with flame, with murderous 
marriage songs. 



O Theban Wall ! O mouth of Dirce ! 
Tell with me how without haste, without mercy, 
Into the soul doth Cypris creep ; 
Witness of Semele wed in a death-bringing hour 
With fire, with thunder, sent to her last sleep, 
And of Love, more restless than bees, inspiring all with 
his power. 

A. Mary F. Robinson. 

{Madame Darmesteter.) 



ALCESTIS. 

435—454. 

Fare thee well, good and fair, Pelias's noble heir. 
Thy course is done ; 
Good and gracious things betide thee, 
In the dark mansion that must hide thee 
From yon fair sun. 
The Sovereign of the Realm, and he that at the Helm 
Steers in the murky stream his dusky wherry, 
(Wafting the feeble sprites that flit below,) 
Shall hear and know, 
That never did a nobler spirit pass 
The Infernal Ferry. 
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io6 Euripides. 

iToXXd 06 MOu(i(m6\ot 

M^Ayouoi Ka6* eirrarovov t' 6p€iav 

X€\UV €V t' dXupOIC KA60VT€C UMVOIC, 

iirdpTGt KUKXdc oviKa Kapvdou irepividoeTai cjpa 

MHVOC a€lpOM€VOC 

nawuxou 06\avaCy 
AinapauH t' ev oXpiaic 'AOavaic. 
Tolav €AuT€C OavoCoa moA- 
nav |i£Aeo»v aoiboiQ. 



ALCESTIS. 
567—605. 
(0 noXu^eivoc Kal eAeueepoc av^pbc aei hot' oikoc, 
ae Toi Kui 6 TTuOioc cuAupac 'AnoAAcov 
H^icooe vai€iv, 
£TAa 66 ooioi mhAovomqc 
ev &6mok revcoSai, 
&oxMiav 5ia kAituov 
3oaKHMG(ai ooioi oupUcov 
noiMviToc uMevaiouc. 

ouv 6* enoiMaivovTO x^p? McAcoiv 3aAioi t€ AufKcc 

e3a 66 AtiToOo' "Oepuog vdnav Aeovrcov 

d ba^oivbc lAa* 

XOpeuoe V om^I aav Kiedpav, 

<l>oi3€, notKiA6epi£ 

v€3p6c uyiKO^cov ncpov 

paivouo* eAoTOv o^up^ K0U9cp, 

Xaipoua* 6u<{>povi moAtt^. 
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Euripides. 107 

Finn and fond, for, for beyond 
The best of woman-kind that have been ever ; 
Whilst here on earth above, 
Thy constant worth and love, 
Shall form the theme of emulous endeavour, 
Wherever minstrels sing— or where they strike the string ; 
Whether in Sparta's ancient state austere, 
When the revolving year 
Brings round the high Kameian festival. 
And the moon's awful and full orb^d ball 

Fills and illumines all : 
Or where proud Athens hails the festive day, 
With pomp and art and prosperous display. 

John Hookham Frere. 

ALCESTIS. 
567—605. 
Hail ! House of the open door. 

Hail ! home of the chieftain free I 
The Lord of the Lyre himself of yore 
Deign'd to inhabit thee. 
In thy halls, disguised in his shepherd's weeds. 
He endured for a while to stay. 
Through the upland rocks, 
To the feeding flocks, 
Piping the pastoral lay. 

And the spotted Lynx was tame 

With the joy of the mighty spell ; 
And, a tawny troop, the Lions came 

From the leafy Othrys dell ; 
And from where the tall pines waved their locks, 
Still as the lute would play, 

Light tripp'd the Fawn 

O'er the level lawn. 
Entranced by the genial lay. 
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io8 Euripides. 

TOirap iroXuMMAoraTav orp. 

ecTTiav oixei nap& koAXivoov 

Bot3iav XiMvav* dpOTOic &€ fudv 

KQi nebicov bane&oic opov aM9i Mcv aeAiou Kve9alav 

iimooraaiv aidcpo rav MoAooacbv TiOerai, 

novTiov 6* Aifaicov* en* oicrav 

oAiMCvov TThAiou KpaTuvei. 



KQi vCv 66mov SjutTTCTdaac d) 

&6&6T0 6€ivov voTcpcp 3Ae<|>dpcp, 

TQQ 9iAac KAaicov oAoxou veKuv cv 

5(OMO(3iv apTiOavH* to rap €i»r€v€^ eK9epeT0i np5^ albc^. 

€v TOiQ aroGoiai 6€ ndvr* evcoriv 009iac. 

npo^ V CMC \|fuxa edpooc hotoi 

6€oa€3H 9coTa K€&vd iTpd£€iv. 



ALCESTIS. 

962—1005. 
cfo) Kal &id juouaac orp. 

Kal jmerdpaioc H6a, kqI 
nXcioTcov d\|fdjui€voc Aofoiv 
Kp€iO(30v oubkv dvdf Kac 
Hupov, ou5e Tt 9dpM0(Kov 
6pHaaaic €V aavbiv, rdc 
*0p96ia KaT€rpa\|;€v 
rHpu<;, ohV 0(3a <t>oi3oc *Aa- 
KAtmiddaic €5cdk€ 
9dpMaKa iroXunovoic 

dvTlT€MO)V PpOTOiOlV. 
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Euripides. 109 

The house where the Lord Admetus bides 

Is blest for the Pythian's sake — 
Fast by the shores that skirt the tides 

Of the pleasant Boebian Lake. 
His fallows and fields the Molossians bound 
To the stall of the Steeds of Day,— 

And to airy sweep 

Of iEgean steep 
All Pelion owns his sway. 

He will welcome the stranger with moistened lid 

Though his hall he hath opened wide ; 
Wailing the dead in his chamber hid, 

The love that hath lately died. 
For the noble-bom is on high thoughts bent, 
And the good are the truly wise ; 

And deep in my breast 

Doth the firm fi^ith rest, 
That his hopes from the dust will rise. 

T. E. Webb. 

ALCESTIS. 
962 — 1005. 
In heaven-high musings and many, 

Far-seeking and deep debate, 
Of strong things find I not any 

That is as the strength of Fate. 
Help nor healing is told 
In soothsayings uttered of old, 
In the Thracian runes, the verses 

Engraven of Orpheus' pen ; 
No balm of virtue to save 
Apollo aforetime gave, 
Who stayeth with tender mercies 

The plagues of the children of men. 
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no Euripides. 

M6vac 6* OUT* ciri pcoMOuc avr. 

cAOciv ouT€ ppcTOC Oedc 

eOTlV, OU G<|>Ori<«>V K^U€U 

MH MOi, noTvta, Mei^<»>v 
cAOoic H TO npiv ev ^Up. 
Kol rap Zeuc o n veuGi^, 
ouv ool toOto TeXeuT^. 
Kol Tov €v XaAu3oic bojyia* 
<eic OU 319 aibopov, 

OUb€ TIC aiTOTOMOU 

Ahmotoc €cmv1ai6ci)c. 

Kcd 0* ev oupuKTOioi x^pcov GTp. 

ei\£ dca beoMOic* 

toXmq 6* • 06 raj> &vd£eic wot' evepOcv 

KXalcov touq 96iM£VOuc ovco. 

Kal 6e(ov okotioi fdivouoi 

naibec cv eavoTcp. 

9tAa M€V or* hv M€0' hmcov, 

<piAo 6* eTi KOI dovoOoa* 

rewaiOTaTav \k ikksov 

e^cuEco KXioioK okoitiv. 

|iH&€ V6Kpa»v a>c 90iM€VCOv avT. 

XcojLia voMt^oO(>> 

tum3oc ooc otAox^ OeoToi 5* omoicdc 

TtMOoOco, 0€3ac Cjynropcov. 

Kai TIC boxMiov keAcuOoy 

CMpoivcov t66' epei* 

aura ttotc wpoCOav" ov^poc, 

vuv 6* €(rri fidKatpo 5aiM(<>v> 

Xaip*, to noTvi*, cC 6c &oiHc. 

TOioi vtv npoocpoOoi <pdMOi. 
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Euripides, iii 

She bath not her habitation 

In temples that hands have wrought ; 
Him that bringeth oblation, 

Behold, she heedeth him naught 
Be thou not wroth with us more, 
O mistress, than heretofore ; 
For what God willeth soever. 

That thou bringest to be ; 
Thou breakest in sunder the brand 
Far foiged in the Iron Land ; 
Thine heart is cruel, and never 

Came pity anigh unto thee. 

Thee too, O King, hath she taken 

And bound in her tenfold chain ; 

Yet &int not, neither complain : 
The dead thou wilt not awaken 

For all thy weeping again. 
They perish, whom gods begot ; 
The night releaseth them not. 
Beloved was she that died 
And dear shall ever abide. 
For this was the queen among women, Admetus, that 
lay by thy side. 

Not as the multitude lowly 
Asleep in their sepulclires. 
Not as their grave be hers. 
But like as the gods held holy. 

The worship of wayfarers. 
Yea, all that travel the way 
Far off shall see it and say, 
Loy erst for her lord she diedy 
To-day she sitteth enskied; 
Haily Icufyy be gracious to usward; that alway her honour 
abide. 

A. £. HOUSMAN. 
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112 Euripides, 

HELENA. 

1451—1511. 

^oiviaoa Si6(i>viac cS OTp. 

Toxeia Ka>na, jSo6ioioi MOTHp, 

eipeaia 91X0, 

Xopar€ Tcov KoAXtxopcov 

5eX9ivo>v, otov aupaic 

iTcXafOC VHveMOV h, 

fXauKQ Ik TTovTOu eufOTHp 

roXdveia Td6* cui^* 

Kord M€V loTJa nerdoar* aupaic 

AeinovTEC €ivaXiaiCi 

Xd3€T€ 5* eiAartvac nAdrac, 

l<j) vaOrai, lo) vauraii 

n€M1T0VT6C euAiM€vouc 

TTcpocicov oiKcov 'EAcvav cit* oktoc. 



fi nou Kopac dv noTouou 

nap* oi&MO AeuKimri&ac, h npb vaoO 

TTaA\d&oc dv Ad^olC 

Xp6v(p £uveAOoGao xopoic 

H KCd^oK 'YaKiveoG 

vuxiav eu9poouvov 

(ov e^auiAAHadjuievoc 

Tpox$ TcpMOVi Mgkou 

€Kav6 <t>oipoc, o8ev AoKoiva fd 

3oueuTov dMcpav 

6 Aibc etne oe^iv fovoc), 

Moaxov e*, fiv AmeTHv oikoic 

[OdXAouoov ev OaAoMOtc], 

dc ouirco ncuKai npb T^\iiiis iAaM^ov. 
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Euripides, 113 

HELENA. 

1451— 1511. 

Fair be thy speed, Sidonian ship ! 
Thine oars, ^miliar to the oarsman's grip, 
Fall fast, and make the surges bound, 
And lead along the dolphin train, 

While all around 
The winds forego to vex the main. 

And the mariners hear 
The sea-king's daughter calling clear, 
" Now, sails to the breeze, fling out, fling out, 
Now pull, strong arms, to the cheering shout ; 
Speed royal Helen, away and away. 
To Argos home, to the royal bay." 



What sacred hour, what festal tide 
Shall bring fciir Helen to Eurotas' side ? 

Say, shall the Spartan maiden's dance 

Before Leucippis then ? Or meet 
That day perchance 

At Pallas' gate ? Or shall they greet 
Thee, lost so long. 

With lost Hyacinthus' nightly song, 
How Phcebus slew him with quoit far-flown, 
And yearly the maidens with mourning atone ? 
There is one of them, Helen, one fair of the fair, 
Who will not be wife till her mother be there ! 
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114 Euripides. 

h\ a€p<K dee TToravoi <^P- 

revoiMce* oei oroNabec 

oicovoi Ai^uec 

5|Li3pov xctA'^piov MiToO(sai 

vtooovrai irpcopurcTci 

oupiffi iT€ie6M€vai 

iioiM€voc, 6c fi^poxa ncbia Kqpno<j>6pa t€ r«C 

enmeTOMCvoc loKxeu 

& irraval boXixaux^vec, 

auwoMOi v€9€0)v bpojmou, 

^aT€ TTXcidtac unb Aieoac 

'Qpicova T* evvuxiov, 

KapO^QT* arrcAiav, 

Eupcoxav e9€i6Mevai, 

M€v€\£a)C oTi Aap5dvou 

iToAiv cAcbv 56mov H^ei. 



HoAoiTC noe' iimiov SpMO 
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vaier* oupdviot, 
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6u(3KA€iaV V GTlb OUffOVOU 
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av * I5aia)v epibcov 

ITOlvaeeio' CKTHOOTO, jw 

OUK cAeoOod HOT* * lAiou 

<t>OlP€lOUC €TTl UUprOl^t. 
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O for wings to fly 
Where the flocks of fowl together 

Quit the Afric sky, 
Late their refuge from the wintry weather ! 
All the way with solemn sound 
Rings the leader's clarion cry 
O'er dewless deserts and glad harvest-ground. 
We would bid them, as they go, 
Neck by neck against the cloud 
Racing nightly neath the stars. 
When Eurotas rolls below, 
Light and leave a message loud, 
How princely Menelaus, proud 
With conquest, cometh from the Dardan wars. 



Come, eternal Pair, 
Come, Twin Brethren, from your heaven ascended ; 

Down the steep of air 
Drive, by many a starry glance attended ! 

Mid the waters white and blue, 

Mid the rolling waves be there, 
And brotherly bring safe your sister through. 

Airs from heaven, serene and pure. 

Breathe upon her ; bless and speed ; 

Breathe away her cruel shame t 

Never her did Paris lure. 

Never won her (as they rede) 

Of Aphrodite for his meed, 
Nor thither led, where never yet she came ! 

A. W. Verrall. 
H 2 
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HERCULES FURENS. 
348—441. 
oiXivov M€V in euTuxci ^P* 

MoXn^ <t>oi3oc loKxei, 
TOY KaAM9eorrov KiBapav 
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imreiaic Ibdjioiov* 
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HERCULES FURENS. 

348—441. 
Even a dirge can Phoibos suit 
In song to music jubilant 
For all its sorrow : making shoot 
His golden plectron o'er the lute, 
Melodious ministrant. 
And I, too, am of mind to raise, 
Despite the inuninence of doom, 
A song of joy, outpour my praise 
To him— what. is it rumour says? — 
Whether — ^now buried in the ghostly gloom 
Below ground, — he was child of Zeus indeed. 
Or mere Amphitruon's mortal seed — 
To him I weave the wreath of song, his labour's meed. 
For, is my hero perished in the feat ? 
The virtues of brave toils, in death complete. 
These save the dead in song — their glory-garland meet ! 

First, then, he made the wood 

Of Zeus a solitude. 

Slaying its lion-tenant : and he spread 

The tawniness behind : his yellow head 

Enmuffled by the brute's, backed by that grin of dread. 

The mountain-roving savage Kentaur-race 

He strewed with deadly bow about their place. 

Slaying with winged shafts : Peneios knew, 

Beauteously-eddying, and the long tracts too 

Of pasture trampled fruitless, and as well 

Those desolated haunts Mount Pelion under, 

And, grassy up to Homol^, each dell 

Whence, having filled their hands with pine-tree plunder, 

Horse-like was wont to prance from, and subdue 

The land of Thessaly, that bestial crew. 
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tAauvei X^pac cbpav, 
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The golden-headed spot-b^cVd stag he slew, 

That robber of the rustics : glorified 

Therewith the goddess who in hunter*s pride 

Slaughters the game along Oino^*s side. 

And, yoked abreast, he brought the chariot-breed 

To pace submissive to the bit, each steed 

That in the bloody cribs of Diomede 

Champed, and, unbridled, hurried down that gore 

For grain, exultant the dread feast before — 

Of man's flesh : hideous feeders they of yore ! 

All as he crossed the Hebros' silver-flow 

Accomplished he such labour, toiling so 

For Mukenaian tyrant : ay, and more — 

He crossed the Melian shore 

And, by the sources of Amauros, shot 

To death that strangers* pest 

Kuknos, who dwelt in Amphanaia : not 

Of fame for good to guest ! 



And next to the melodious m^ds he came, 
Inside the Hesperian court-yard : hand must aim 
At plucking gold fruit from the appled leaves, 
Now he had killed the dragon, backed like flame. 
Who guards the unappioachable : he weaves 
Himself all round, one spire about the same. 
And into those sea-troughs of ocean dived 
The hero, and for mortals calm contrived, 
Whatever oars should follow in his wake. 
And under heaven's mid-seat his hands thrust he, 
At home with Atlas : and, for valour's sake, 
Held the gods up their star-faced mansionry. 
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Also, the rider-host of Amazons 

About Maiotis many-streamed, he went 

To conquer through the billowy Euxin once, 

Having collected what an armament 

Of friends from Hellas, all on conquest bent 

Of that gold-garnished cloak, dread girdle-chase ! 

So Hellas gained the girFs barbarian grace 

And at Mukenai saves the trophy still — 

Go wonder there, who will 1 

And the ten thousand-headed hound 

Of many a murder, the Lemaian snake . 

He burned out, head by head, and cast around 

His darts a poison thence,— darts soon to slake 

Their rage in that three-bodied herdsman's gore 

Of Erutheia. Many a running more 

He made for triumph and felicity. 

And, last of toils, to Haides, never dry 

Of tears, he sailed : and there he, luckless, ends 

His life completely, nor returns again. 

The house and home are desolate of friends, 

And where the children's life-path leads them, plain 

I see,— no step retraceable, no god 

Availing, and no law to help the lost ! 

The oar of Charon marks their period, 

Waits to end all. Thy hands, these roofs accost !— 

To thee, though absent, look their uttermost ! 

But if in youth and strength I flourished still, 

Still shook the spear in fight, did power match will 

In these Kadmeian co-mates of my age, 

They would, — and I, — when warfare was to wage, 

Stand by these children ; but I am bereft 

Of youth now, lone of that good genius left 1 

Robert Browning. 
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HERCULES FURENS. 

637—672. 

d veoTac Moi 9iAov axOoc 6c to ffipuc ael orp. 
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rvwvai KOI Touc dfoeouc, 
loov OT* €v ve9€Aaiaiv fi- 
OTpcov vouToic dpiejuibc ncAeu 
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HERCULES FURENS. 

637-^672. 

Youth is a pleasant burthen to me ; 

But age on my head, more heavily 

Than the crags of Aitna, weighs and weighs, 

And darkening cloaks the lids and intercepts the rays. 

Never be mine the preference 

Of an Asian empire's wealth, nor yet 

Of a house all gold, to youth, to youth 

That's beauty, whatever the gods dispense ! 

Whether in wealth we joy, or fret 

Paupers,— of all God's gifts most beautiful, in truth ! 

But miserable murderous age I hate I 
Let it go to wreck, the waves adown, 
Nor ever by rights plague tower or town 
Where mortals bide, but still elate 
With wings, on ether, precipitate. 
Wander them round — nor wait I 

But if the gods, to man's degree. 

Had wit ^md wisdom, they would bring 

Mankind a twofold youth, to be 

Their virtue's sign-mark, all should see. 

In those with whom life's winter thus grew spring. 

For when they died, into the sun once more 

Would they have traversed twice life's race-course o'er ; 

While ignobility had simply run 

Existence through, nor second life begun. 

And so might we discern both bad and good 

As surely as the starry multitude 

Is numbered by the sailors, one and one. 
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But now the gods by no apparent line 

Limit the worthy and the base define ; 

Only, a certain period rounds, and so 

Brings man more wealth — but youthful vigour, no ! 

Robert Browning. 

BACCHiE. 

370—431. 

Holy Goddess ! Goddess old ! 
Holy ! thou the crown of gold 
In the nether realm that wearest, 
Pentheus' awful speech thou hearest, 
Hearest his insulting tone 
'Gainst Semel^'s immortal son, 
Bromius, of Gods the first and best. 
At every gay and flower-crowned feast, 
His the dance's jocund strife, 
And the laughter with the fife. 
Every care and grief to lull, 
When the sparkling wine-cup full 
Crowns the gods* banquet, or lets fall 
Sweet sleep on the eyes of men at mortal festival. 



Of tongue unbridled without awe, 
Of madness spurning holy law. 
Sorrow is the Jove-doomed close ; 
But the life of calm repose 
And modest reverence holds her state 
Unbroken by disturbing £ite ; 
And knits whole houses in the tie 
Of sweet domestic harmony. 
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Beyond the range of mortal eyes 
'Tis not wisdom to be wise, 
Life is brief) the present clasp, 
Nor after some bright future grasp, 
Such were the wisdom, as I ween 
Only of frantic and ill-counselled men. 



O, would to Cyprus I might roam. 

Soft Aphrodite's isle, 
Where the young Loves have their perennial home. 

That soothe men's hearts with tender guile : 
Or to that wondrous shore, where ever 
The hundred-mouthed barbaric river 
Makes teem with wealth the showerless land ! 
O lead me ! lead me, till I stand, 
Bromius ! sweet Bromius ! where high swelling 
Soars the Pierian Muses' dwelling — 
Olympus' summit hoar and high — 
Thou revel-loving Deity ! 

For there are all the Graces, 
And sweet Desire is there. 
And to those hallowed places. 
To lawful rites the Bacchanals repair. 

The Deity, the son of Jove, 

The banquet is his joy. 
Peace, the wealth-giver, doth he love. 

That nurse of many a noble boy. 
Not the rich man's sole possessing ; 
To the poor the painless blessing 
Gives he of the wine-cup bright. 
Him he hates, who day and night, 
Gentle night and gladsome day, 
Cares not thus to wile away. 
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MOxOoic T* WKuSpOMOlC T* «€A- 

Aaic 6pa>aKi^ ne6iov 
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Be thou wisely unsevere I 
Shun the stern and the austere ! 
Follow the multitude, 
Their usage still pursue ; 

Their homely wisdom rude 
(Such is my sentence) is both right and true. 

Dean Milman. 



BACCHiE. 
862— -911. 

O WHEN, through the long night 

With fleet foot glancing white. 
Shall I go dancing in my revelry, 

My neck cast back, and bare 

Unto the dewy air, 
Like sportive fewn in the green meadow's glee ? 

Lo, in her fear she springs 

Over th' encircling rings. 
Over the well- woven nets ^ off and fast ; 

While swift along her track 

The huntsman cheers his pack, 
With panting toil, and fiery storm-wind haste. 
Where down the river-bank spreads the wide meadow, 

Rejoices she in the untrod solitude ; 
Couches at length beneath the silent shadow 

Of the old hospitable wood. 

What is wisest, what is fairest. 
Of God's boons to man the rarest ? 
With the conscious conquering hand 
Above the foeman's head to stand. 
What is fairest still is dearest. 
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Slow come» but come at length, 

In their majestic strength, 
Faithful and true, the avenging deities : 

And chastening human folly. 

And the mad pride unholy, 
Of those who to the Gods bow not their knees. 

For hidden still and mute 

As glides their printless foot, 
The impious on their winding path they hound. 

For it is ill to know, 

And it is ill to do. 
Beyond the law's inexorable bound. 
'Tis but light cost in his own power sublime 

To array the Godhead, whosoe'er he be ; 
And Law is old, even as the oldest time, 

Nature's own unrepealed decree. 

What is wisest, what is fairest, 
Of God's boons to man the rarest ? 
With the conscious conquering hand 
Above the foeman's head to stand. 
What is fairest still is rarest. 

Who hath 'scaped the turbulent sea 
And reached the haven, happy he ! 
Happy he whose toils are o'er, 
In the race of wealth and power ! 
This one here and that one there 
Passes by, and everywhere 
Still expectant thousands over 
Thousand hopes are seen to hover, 
Some to mortals end in bliss ; 

Some have already fled away : 
Happiness alone is his 

That happy is to-day. 

Dean Milman. 
I 2 
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HECUBA. 

444—483. 

aupa, novnac aupa, 

aT€ novTonopouc komUcic 

eoac aKOTOuc en* oT^Ma AiMvac, 

noi M6 TQV McAeov nopeuoctc; 

Tcp 5ouA6auvoc wpbc oIkov 

kthOcio* 09180^01; 

H A(opi6oc opMov ataCt 

H 4>eia&oc> €vea koAAI- 

OTCov uboTCov norrepa 

tpaoiv *Ani6av6v pJOC Ainaivciv; 



GTp. a . 



H vaocov, dAiHpei 
Kcona Tr€MnoM€vav TaAotvov, 
oiKTpav 3ioTav exouoav oikoic, 
€v6a npcoTOfovoc t€ 90ivi£ 
5d<pva e' Upouc aveoxe 
iTTopdouc AoToT 9iA9 
cb5ivoc afoAMa tiac; 

OUV AhAiGOIV T€ Koupaic 

'ApT€Mi56c T6 eefi^ 

Xpuoeav otMnuKa roEa t* euAofHOco; 



avT. a , 



H TToAAd6oc 6v noAci 
Td( KaAAi5i9pou *A6a- 
voioc €V KpOKCCp TTcnAcp 
{eu^ojLiai apMOTi ncoAouc, ev 
^atboATGiai noiKiAAouo* 
dvOoKpoKoiai nHvaic, 
H Tirdvcov fcvcav, 
TQV Zcuc dM9inup(p 
KoiMi^ei 9AofM9 Kpovi&Gc; 



OTp. 3^. 
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HECUBA. 

444— 483* 
Breeze, breeze of the sea, 

Who the wave-passers bearest home 

Swift and unwearied o'er the billows' foam, 
Ah ! whither lead'st thou me 

Grief-worn ? whose house must have 

This thing — ^a captured slave ? 

Or shall I reach a harbour strand 

Dorian or Phthian, where they tell 
Apidanos o'erstreams the land, 

Father of fairest founts that well ? 

Or else some island shore, 

Urged, wretched, on my way with brine-splashed oar, 

To lead a life of weary sorrow there, 
Where the first palm bare fruit, 
Where the bay raised each sacred shoot 

To form a bower, 

Leto's protection in her trial hour ? 

Or shall I, like Delian maiden, 

Sing of Artemis divine, 
Golden filleted, bow-laden ? 

Or at Pallas' sacred shrine 
The steeds to her fair chariot yoke 
To bear her, clad in saffron cloke. 

And braid the silken garments thin 

With saffron flowVets woven in ? 

Or shall I sing the Titan brood. 

Whom Zeus, great Kronos' son, 

Poured twice-forged fire upon. 
And did to lasting sleep by that fell bolt and rude ? 
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<uMOi TCKccdv CMCdv, ovr. fi • 

OkJUlOl ITOTEpOV, X^V^ ^*> 

a Kaiiv4> KcrrepcincTai 
Tu^ojuicva, 50ptAHflT0C 
npoc 'Aprcuov cfo) 6' €v Sci- 
va x^ovi &H kckXhmoi 
6ouAo, AmoOa* 'Aaiav 
Eupa)nac Ocpdiivov, 
aA\d£aa* ''Ai6a 6a\dM0uc. 



HECUBA. 
905—952. 
ou M€v, CO noTplcMAiac, orp. a'. 

TU>V anOpOHTCOV TTOAiC 0UK€TI Ai^Cl* 

Toiov * EAXdvcov v€<|>oc 01191 0€ Kpuirrei 
5opl 5h bopi ncpaav. 
anb Ik 0T69avav KCKapoat 
TTupfcov, Kara 5* aiOoAou 
KHAib* ouapoTOTav Kcxpcoaoi, 
TaAaiv', ouKCTi 0* cMPaTeuoco. 

MeoovuKTioc a>AAuMav, gvt. a. 

HMOC €K beinvcov unvoc h5uc en* oodoic 
KibvaToi, MoAnav 5* airo Kai xoponoioiv 
6uai6v KOTonauaoc 
nooic ev OoAdMOic Ik€ito, 
8u(3Tbv 5* cni naoaoAcp, 
VaUTOV OUKCO* 6p<ov omiAov 
Tpoiav *lAid6' eM36pa>Ta. 
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Ah sorrow for the young, 
For those whose life was long, 

For all the land, 
A heap of smoking ruin, 
Spear-pierced to her undoing 

By Argive hand I 

And I shall be a slave 

Within a country not my own. 

Leaving the land that Europe has overthrown, 
'Scaping the chambers of the grave. 

C. Kegan Paul. 

HECUBA. 

905—952. 

Thou, then, O natal Troy ! no more 
The city of the unsack'd shalt be, 
So thick from dark Achaia's shore 
The cloud of war hath covered thee. 

Ah I not again I tread thy plain — 
The spear — the spear hath rent thy pride. 
The flame hath scarred thee deep and wide ; 

Thy coronal of towers is shorn. 
And thou most piteous art--most naked and forlorn ! 

I perish'd at the noon of night ! 
When sleep had sealed each weary eye ; 

When the dance was o*er, and harps no more 
Rang out in choral minstrelsy. 
In the dear bower of delight 
My husband slept in joy ; 

His shield and spear suspended near. 
Secure he slept : that sailor band 
Full sure he deemed no more should stand 
Beneath the walls of Troy. 
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cfo> be ifAoKaMOv ava&cTOtc orp. 3'. 

MiTpaiaiv eppuejutt^oMav 

Xpuoecov evoTTTpiov 

Aeuooouo* arepjiiovac ck otOfaCi 

€m&€Mvioc cbc neooijui' eg €uvdv. 

ava 6e KeAaboc CMOAe noAiv* 

KcAeuojua 5* hv kot* qotu Tpoiac t66* * <S 

nai&ec 'EAAdvcov, tt6t€ 6h nore rdv 

*iAid&a GKOmdv 

mpoavTeg SEer* oikouc; 

AcxH 6€ 9iAia MOvonenAoc • dvr. p' . 

AinoGaa, Acoplc a>c Kopa, 
aejuivdv npooUouo' 

OUK HVUO* "ApTCMlV d TAdMCOV 

dfojLiai 6€ OavovT* I5o0o' dKOiTav 
Tov €m6v oAiov eni ncAafOC, 
TToAiv T* dnooKonoOo*, enei vootimov 
vaOc cKivHaev n65a kgi m' dno fdc 
wpioev * lAid5oc* 
TdAaiv*, dTTcmov ctAfer 



TOV Toiv AioGKopoiv ' EAcvov Kdotv, * I- en(p5. 

5ai6v T6 30UTQIV aivonapiv Kardp^t 

biboOa', enci Me fdc 

€K noTpiag dna>Aeaev 

cEcpKioev t' oiKCOv fdjuioc, ou roMOC, dAA* 

dAdaropoc tk oUu^' 

av MHT€ ncAofo^ oAiov dnardfOi ndAiv, 

MHT6 naTp(j)OV IKOIT* €^ OlKOV. 
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And I too, by the taper's light, 

Which in the golden mirror's haze 

Flashed its interminable rays, 
Bound up the tresses of my hair, 
That I Love's peaceful sleep might share. 

I slept ; but, hark I that war-shout dread, 
Which rolling through the city spread ; 
And this the cry, — " When, Sons of Greece, 
When shall the lingering leaguer cease ? 
When will ye spoil Tro/s watch-tower high. 
And home return ?" — I heard the cry, 
And, starting from the genial bed, 
Veiled, as a Doric maid, I fled, 
And knelt, Diana, at thy holy fane, 
A trembling suppliant — all in vain. 

They led me to the sounding shore — 
Heavens ! as I passed the crowded way 
My bleeding lord before me lay — 

I saw — I saw — and wept no more. 

Till, as the homeward breezes bore 

The bark returning o'er the sea. 

My gaze, oh, Ilion, tum'd on thee I 

Then, frantic, to the midnight air, 
I cursed aloud the adulterous pair : 
" They plunged me deep in exile's woe ; 
They laid my country low : 

Their love— no love ! but some dark spell. 

In vengeance breath'd, by spirit fell. 
Rise, hoary sea, in awful tide. 
And whelm that vessel's guilty pride ; 
Nor e'er, in high Mycenae's hall, 
Let Helen boast in peace of mighty Ilion's fall." 

J. T. COLEJIIDGE. 
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IPHIGENEIA IN AULIDE. 

1036— 1097. 

TIC ap* ujuievaioc 5ia AcotoG Ai3uoc (rrp. 

Mcrd T€ 9iAox6pou KiBdpac 

oupiffcov e* unb KoAojuioea- 

oov earaoev ioKxav, 

OT* ava TThXiov ai KaXAinAoKaMOi 

TTi€pi5€C €v &oitI 66a>v 

Xpuo€Oodv&aXov ixvoc 

ev j-^ Kpououaoi 

TThXccoc 6C fdjuioy hA6ov, 

AieAcpttoic OcTtv axHjuicK^i tov t* AiaKi&ov 

Kevraupcov av* opoc KAcouoai 

TTH\id&a Kod* uAav. 

6 6c Aap5avi&aC) Aibc 

AeKTpo)v Tpu<pH]Lia <piAov, 

Xpuoeotaiv a9uaoe Aoipav 

€V KpoTHpcov fudAoic, 

6 <t>purioc rovuMH^HC. 

napa &e A€UK09aH 

H'djuiadov eiAiaoojuievai 

kukAiq ncvTHKOvra KOpai 

NHpea>C fOMOUC exopcuaav. 



dvd 5* cAdraioi OT€9av(b5€i re x^oa dvr. 

6iaaoc ejuoAcv lTnTo36Tac 

Kevraupcov enl baira tciv 

6€oSv KpcrrApd re BaKxou. 

MCfa 5* dvcKAafov, <S NnpHi K6pa, 

noibcc 9€aoaAal, MCfa 901^ 
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IPHIGENEIA IN AULIDE. ^ 

1036 — 1097. 

Merrily rose the bridal strain, 
With the pipe of reed, and the wild harp ringing, 
With the Libyan flute, and the dancers' train, 
And the bright-haired Muses singing. 

On the turf elastic treading, 
Up Peiion's steep with an airy bound 
Their golden sandals they struck on the ground, 
While the mighty Gods were feasting round. 
As they sped to Peleus' wedding. 
They left Pieria*s fountain. 

On the leaf-crowned hill they stood, 
They breathed their softest, sweetest lays 
In the bride's and bridegroom's praise. 
Re-echoed the Centaurs' mountain. 
Re-echoed Pelion's wdbd 

The golden goblets crowned the Page, 

The Thunderer's darling boy. 
In childhood's rosy age 

Snatched from the plains of Troy. 
Where on the silvery sand 

The noon-tide sun was glancing, 
The fifty Nereids, hand in hand. 
Were in giddy circles dancing. 

The Centaurs' tramp rang up the hill. 

To feast with the Gods they trooped in haste, 

And at the board, by Bacchus graced. 
The purpling bowl to fill. 

Grassy wreath and larch's bough 

Twined around each shaggy brow. 
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Mavnc 6 ^0130^ 6 Mouodv t* 

€i&a>c fcwdcicic, 

Xeipiov cEovoMHveVi 

oc h£6i x^va AorxHpcoi ouv /V\upMi66v<ov 

aonioraic TTpidMOio KAeivav 

foiav cKiTupcoacov, 

nepi ocoMOTi xp^^i^cov 

onAcov ' H9aiaTon6v(ov 

KeKOpuOjLievoc €v5ut* ck Oeag 

MOTpoc bcopHMar' ex^^ 

8€Ti6oc, a viv cTiKTe 

MCiKdpiov. t6t6 5ai- 

MOV€c rdc €undTpi6oc 

fdjyuov Nhph66<; t' \^^(i^'4 

iTp<i>Tac TThAcok 6* uMCvaiouc. 



06 6* cnl Kdpa orevouai kqAAikomov 

irAoKaMOV 'Apretol, \f dXidv] 

c5oT€ nerpaicdv on* avrpcov 

eXdoOoov [6pea>v] mo<sxov dKHpcrrov, 

3pOT€iov aijiidaoovTec Aaijuov* 

ou (jupiffi Tpa9€i<jav, ou5* 

€v poi36Hoeoi 3ouk6\cov, 

napd 6e MHTcpi vuM90k6mov 

*lvaxi&oic fdMOv. 

noO TO Toc aiboCc h to tqc 

dperdc 6uvaoiv \ff\ 

o6eveiv Ti npooconov; 

oiTOTe TO M€v docTTTOv Ixci 

buvGMiv, d 5* dperd KOToni- 

aBcv OvoTOic djutcAciTai, 

dvojuia 56 voMcov Kporei, 

kqI mh KOivbc dfiov pp0T0ic> 

MH TIC Oecbv 966VOC IxeiHi. 
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Daughter of Nereus, loud to thee 

C haunted the maids of Thessaly. 

Their song was of a child unborn, 

Whose light should beam like summer mom, 

Whose praise by the Delian seer was sung, 

And hymned by Chiron's tuneful tongue. 

" Thetis, mark thy warrior son, 
Girt with many a Myrmidon, 
Armed with spear and flaming brand, 
Wasting Priam's ancient land. 
He shall ne'er to foeman quail ; 
He shall case his limbs in mail, 
Casque, and greaves, and breast-plate's fold, 
All by Vulcan wrought of gold. 
Moulded in the forge of heaven. 
By his goddess-mother given. 
His shall be a hero's name, 
Godlike might, and deathless fame." 

Thus the Gods propitious smiled 
On Peleus and the ocean child ; 
Lady ! not such nuptial wreath 

Shall Argives bid thee wear. 
But with the flowers of death 

Entwine thy clustering hair. 

J. Ansticb. 
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CYCLOPS. 
41—54. 68—81. 

na 5h MOi jxwaicov m^v norepcov, orp. 

fewoicov 6* €k T0Kd5a>v, 

Tra 5h juioi viooei okoheAouc; 

ou Tab* unHvejioc aijpa 

Kol noiHpa pordva, 

5ivaev 6* u5cdp noTQM&v. 

Iv mOTpaic K€iTai neAa^ av- 

Tp<ov, ou 001 pAaxai tckccov. 

yurr', ou rdb* oOv ou rdbc vcjiici, 

ou5* oO kAituv bpodcpdv; 

o)H, piyco ncTpov Toxa oou, 

unar* <S unar* w Kepdora 

MHAo36Ta OTaaiojpov * 

KuKAconog drpopora. 

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

'Iqkxov "Iokxcv 4)6dv 

juieXnco npbg rav *A9po5iTav, 

fiv 8Hp€U(ov nerojuiav 

BdKxaic <Juv AeuKoiTooiv. 

€J 9iAoc ^ 91A6 BdKxi€, #• 

not olonoAeK 

EavOdv xaiTov ocicov; 

€r<J> b* obg npoonoAoc 

Ohtcuco KukAcohi 

TCp MOVObepKTIJl, 

bouAoc dAaivcov auv Tube 
Tpdfou x^oi*'? McAea 
oac X^P'^ 9iAiac. 
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CYCLOPS. 
41—54. 68—81. 

Where has he of race divine 

Wandered in the winding rocks ? 
Here the air is calm and fine 

For the father of the flocks ;— 
Here the grass is soft and sweet, 
And the river-eddies meet 
In the trough beside the cave,* 
Bright as in their fountain wave. — 
Neither here, nor on the dew 

Of the lawny uplands feeding ? 
Oh, you come !— a stone at you 

Will I throw to mend your breeding ;— 
Get along, you horned thing, 
Wild, seditious, rambling I 

♦ • • ♦ 

An lacchic melody 

To the golden Aphrodite 
Will I lift, as erst did I 

Seeking her and her delight 
With the Maenads, whose white feet 
To the music glance and fleet. 
Bacchus, O beloved, where 
Shaking wide thy yellow hair, 
Wanderest thou alone, afar ? 

To the one-eyed Cyclops we, 
Who by right thy servants are, 

Minister in misery, 
In these wretched goat-skins clad, 

Far from thy delights and thee. 

P. B. Shelley. 
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CYCLOPS. 

511 — 52a 

kqAov OMMOc^iv 5€&opKa)C 
KoAov cKirepo MC^aBpcov. 
* * 9iAer Tig HMoc* 
Auxva 5* HMM€v* OMM€vei obv 
Xpo*, fif* <S Tcpciva vuM9a 
6poo€pcav €aa>6€v avrpcov. 
GTC9dvcov 5* ou Mia XP^^^ 
n€pi zQs Kpara rdx* cEomiAhocu 
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CYCLOPS. 
511—520. 

One with eyes the fairest 
Cometh from his dwelling, 

Some one loves thee, rarest, 
Bright beyond my telling. 

In thy grace thou shinest 

Like some nymph divinest, 

In her caverns dewy : — 

All delights pursue thee, 

Soon pied flowers, sweet-breathing, 

Shall thy head be wreathing. 



P. B. Shelley. 
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NUBES. 
275—290. 298—313. 
oevaoi N€9€Aaiy <STp. ' 

apea>M€v 9avepal 6poa6pov 9U(Siv eudfHTOv, 
TTarpcc aiT* 'QKcavoC 3opuax€oc y 

u\)/hAc^v 6p€cov K0pU9ac enl I 

bcv^poKOMOuc, iva 
TH\e9aveic aKomac acpopcojuicea, 
KapTTOuc T* apbojuievav Upav x^ova, 

KQi norajyicov ^adecov KeAabHMara, 1 

Kal novTOV KcAd&ovra 3apu3ponov I 

OM/uio rap aiBepoc ^KOMaTOv aeXafciTOi 
Mopjuiapeaic ^v aufaic. 
oAX* aiioo€iod)ui€vai ¥€90^ 6M3piov 
aOavQiTac i^eo^ eiribcbMcOa 
THAeOKoncp ojLiMOTi roiav- 



napecvoi 6M3p096poi, 

eAea>M€v Ainapav x^ova TTaA\d6o<;, eiJavbpov rav 

KeKpono<: oyoMcvai TToAuHparov 

ou (y^^'^ dppHTcov lepa>v, iva 

JUlUOTO&pKOC bo^oc 

tv TcAcTaig dfiaiC avaftEiKvurai, 
oupovtOK Te ©eoig 6a)pHMorra, 
vooi 6* uy€pe9€ic Kal afdAjuiaTa, 
Kal npoooboi jutoKapcov UpcoTOroi, 
euaTe9avoi t€ 6ea>v Ouoiai OoAiai re, 
navTobanaK €v d^paig, 
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NUBES. 

275 -29a 298—313. 

Clou]>-maidens that float on for ever, 
Dew-sprinkled, fleet bodies, and fair, 
Let us rise from our Sire's loud river. 
Great Ocean, and soar through the air 
To the peaks of the pine-covered mountains where the 
pines hang as tresses of hair. 
Let us seek the watchtowers undaunted, 

Where the well-watered cornfields abound, 
And through murmurs of rivers nymph-haunted 
The songs of the sea-waves resound ; 
And the sun in the sky never wearies of spreading' his 
radiance around. 

Let us cast off the haze 

Of the mists from our band, 
Till with far-seeing gaze 
We may look on the land. 



Cloud-maidens that bring the rain-shower, 

To the Pallas-loved land let us wing. 
To the land of stout heroes and Power, 

Where Kekrops was hero and king, 
Where honour and silence is given 

To the mysteries that none may declare, 
Where are gifts to the high gods in heaven 

When the house of the gods is laid bare. 
Where are lofty roofed temples, and statues well 
carven and fair ; 

Where are feasts to the happy hnmortals 
When the sacred procession draws near. 

Where garlands make bright the bright portals 
At all seasons and months in the year ; 
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Hp( t' €ircpxoM€vq> BpOMia x^P^Ci 
€UKeXd6<dv re x^p^v cpcelaMora, 
Koi MoOoa 9<ipuppojuioc ouXttv. 



AVES. 

211—222, 227—262. 

are ouwoM€ MOt» naCaai m€v unvou, 
aOoov 6e voMouc Upcjv umvcov, 
ouc 6ta dciou otomotck OpHveic, 
Tov CMOV Kal obv noAubaKpuv *'1tuv 
feXeAi^OMevH 5iepoic juieAeaiv 

KoOapa x^pci 5ia ^uAXokojuiou 

MiAqkoc Hycb iTpbc Atbc e5poc, 

Iv* 6 xpu^iOK^Moc 4>ot3oc aKouoDV. 

Toi^ ooic eAcfOK avTiiKQAAcov 

€A€9avT6b€TOv (popMiffa, .Oecjv 

ToTHOi xopouc 

6ta 6* aOavoTcov otomotcov x<<»p^i 

^ujuupcovoc OMoC 

6€ia MOKOpcov oAoAuf h. 

(ouAei.) 



enonononoiTOTTonoiTonoTTOi» 

id> io), ITO) ITO) ItO) ITO) 

iTco TIC <J^^c Ta>v €M<^v ojutoirrepcov ' 
0001 T* euonopouc arpoiKCOv fuac 
veMCoOe, 9CAa jLiupla Kpi6oTpaj-(ov 
oirepMOAofcov t€ f€VH 
xaxv iTCTOMCva, MoAdOKHv Uvra rftpuv 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Aristophanes. 151 

And when spring days are here, 
Thfen we tread to the wine-god a measure, 

In Bacchanal dance and in pleasure, 
'Mid the contests of sweet singing choirs, 
And the crash of loud lyres. 
Oxford, 1%!^. OSCAR WILDE. 

AVES. 
211 — 222. 227 — 262. 
Cease, my mate, from slumber now ; 
Let the sacred hymn-notes flow, 
Wailing with thy voice divine 
Long- wept Itys, mine and thine. 
So, when thy brown beak is thrilling 
With that holy music-trilling. 
Through the woodbine's leafy bound 
Swells the pure melodious sound 
To the throne of Zeus : and there 
Phoebus of the golden hair, 
Hearing, to thine elegies 
With awaken'd chords replies 
Of his ivory-clasped lyre. 
Stirring all the Olympian quire ; 
Till from each immortal tongue 
Of that blessed heavenly throng 
Peals the full harmonious song. 
♦ ♦ # ♦ 

Epopopopopopopopopopoi ! 

Holloa I holloa ! What ho ! what ho ! 

Hither haste, my plume-partakers ; 

Come many, come any 

That pasture on the farmer's well-sown acres, 

Tribes countless that on barley feed. 

And clans that gather out the seed ; 
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5(Ki t' ^v oAoKi Ooiia 

^cb^ov o|ifiTiTTu34?«e' 6»fce AeifTOV 

Tib no Tib Tib Tio Tib Tib tio* 

ooa e* uM<ov KCTa khhoiic cm kwooO 

KAa^€Ol VOJUIW €X€l, 

Td T€ kot' opca, Td T€ KOTivoTpdra, TO T6 KOMapo^afa. 
dvu(saTC neTojuieva npbc €Mav aoi6dv 

TplOTb TplOTO TOT03pl6* 

01 e' cAciac trap' auX&vac oEuotomouc 
€Mmbac KdiTTce*, ooa t* cubpooouc Pk TOiiouc 
cxere Acijuicbvd t' epdevra Mapaewvoc, • 

bpVlC T6 lTT€pOlf0iKlAOC 

dTTOfac aTTafoc. 

cov T* eni novriov oib»ia SoAdocmc 

<pCAa Mex* a\Ku6veo<Ji noTorai, 

beOp* iT€ neiKJOMCVOi Td vewTcpa, 

ifdvra rdp '^vedbc <(m3x* depot?on€V 

oicovcbv Tavaobcipojv. 

HK61 rap TIC bpmug iipcdPuc, 

Kaivbc rv<i>MHV, 

KOivcbv Ipfcav t' crxeipMTHC. 

dAX* IT* €Q Aofouc anavTQ, 

beupo bcOpo beCpo beOpo. 

TOpOTOpOTOpOTOpOTl^. 

KlKKOpaU KlKKOPaG. 

Tt pOTOpOTOpOTOpOAlAlXi^. 
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Come, alert upon the wing, 

Dulcet music uttering : 

Ye that o'er the furrowed sod 

Twitter upon every clod, 

Making all the air rejoice 

With your soft andjslender voice : 

Tio, tio, tio, tio, tio, tio, tio, tio. 

Ye that feast on garden fruits, 

Nestling midst the ivy shoots : 

Ye that all the mountains throng, 

Olive-croppers, arbute-loppers, 

Haste and fly to greet my song. 

Trioto, trioto, totobrix ! 

Ye that o'er the marshy flats 

Swallow down the -shrill-mouthed gnats ; 

Ye that haunt the deep-dew'd ground 

Marathon's sweet meads around. 

Ouzel, and thou of the speckled wing, 

Hazelhen, hazelhen, speed while I sing. 

Come many, come any 

With the halcyon brood that sweep 

Surges of the watery deep, 

Come and list to novel words. 

Which to hear, from far and near 

We gather all the tribes of neck-extending birds. 

Here is arrived a sharp old man 

Of revolutionary mind, 

To revolutionary deeds inclined : 

Come all, and listen to his plan. 

Hither, hither, hither, hither, 

TorotorotorotorotiiL 

Kikkabau, kikkabau, 

Torotorotorotorolililix. 

Benjamin Hall Kennedy. 
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AVES. 

685—722. 

"Afe 6h 9uatv av5p€c ajiaupopioi, <puAX(ov fcvea npoooMOioi, 
oAifobpavceCy irAdoMara ithAou, okioci&co 9OX' ajyievHva, 
61TTHV6C €9Hjui6pioi ToAaol 3pOTol, avepec eiKcXoveipoi, 
npooxere t6v voOv toic aeavaroic hmiv, toic oiev couot, 
Toic alOepioiCi T0i9iv arHpqx;, toic 0196110 juiH&OMevoiaiv. 
Tv* aKouaavrec ndvra nap* HMa>v opdc^c ^^pl Ta»v Merecopcov^ 
9uaiv oicovcdv feveaiv re Oecav noTOMCdv t* *£p63ouc t€ 

XdoUQ TC 

eiboTcc 6pea>c nap' cjuioO TTpobiKcp KAdeiv einHT€ to Xotnov. 
Xcioc Hv Kal Nu6*'Epe36c tc M^Aav irpcoTOv kqI TdpTapoc 

CUpUf 

fH 6* oub* &Hp oub* oupovbc HV* *Epe3ouc 6* Iv direipooi 

KdAnoic 
TiKTei TTpcoTiOTOv unHvcMiov Nu£ H MeAavonrepoc <p<>^» 
€6 ou neptT€AXoM€vaic a>paic 63AaoTev "Epcoc o noOetvbc, 
0TiA3a>v va>T0v irrepufoiv xpu<'aiv, eiK6>c dvejicoKeat bivotc* 
ouTOc be Xdei nrepocvTi \iX[^K vux^p Kara TdpTOpov eupuv 
eveoTTcuoev j-evoc HMeTepov, kgi npcuTov dvHf af ev ec 9^C* 
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AVES. 
685—722. 

Come on then, ye dwellers by nature in darkness, and 

like to the leaves' generations 
That are little of might, that are moulded of mire, un- 

enduring and shadowlike nations, 
Poor plumeless ephemerals, comfortless mortals, as visions 

•f creatures fast fleeing, 
Lift up your mind unto us that are deathless, and dateless 

the date of our being : 
Us, children of heaven, us, ageless for aye, us, all of 

whose thoughts are eternal ; 
That yei may from henceforth, having heard of us all 

things aright as to matters supernal. 
Of the being of birds and beginning of gods, and of 

streams, and the dark beyond reaching, 
Truthfully knowing aright, in my name bid Prodicus pack 

with his preaching. 

It was Chaos and Night at the first, and the blackness of 

darkness, and hell's broad border. 
Earth was not, nor air, neither heaven ; when in depths 

of the womb of the dark without order 
First thing first-bom of the black-plumed Night was a 

wind-egg hatched in her bosom. 
Whence timely with seasons revolving again sweet Love 

burst out as a blossom. 
Gold wings glittering forth of his back, like whirlwinds 

gustily turning. 
He, after his wedlock with Chaos, whose wings are of 

darkness, in hell broad-burning, 
For his nestlings begat him the race of us first and 

upraised us to light new-lighted. 
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iTpOTcpov 6* ouK Hv fcvoc adavdrcov, nplv "Ept^c ^uvcmiEcv 

anavTO' 
^ujiMirvu^jevcov 6* ercpcov crepoic jiver* oupovb^ ci>Keav6c "re 
Kai f A irdvTCOv re 6eci>v MaKopcov fcvoc d96iTov. 6^5e juiev 

iToAu npea3uTaT0i ndvrcov iiandpcov. hm^K 5* a>c cojuiev 

"EpcoToc 
noXAoic &hAov* ncTOjuieaOd re fdp koi Toiaiv epcc^oi ouveajuev- 
noAAoiic 6e koAouc diroMcaMOKOTOQ iraitac np6( -repMacnv 

cSpac 
61a THV ioxuv THV Hjuterepav biCMNpioov dvbpcc cpaorai, 
6 Mcv 5pTura 60UC1 6 5c nop9upia)v', 6 5c xhv*, 6 5e TTcpaiKov 

5pviv. 
irdvTO 5c evHTOic ccrrlv 69' h^&v tu>v 6pvi8(i>v to Mcn<iTa. 
iTpa>TO Mcv <upac 9oivoMCV hjulcic Hpoc, x^^^^^^i oiTCt>pa<:* 
OTTeipciv Mcv, 5Tav repavo<: Kpcb^ouo' eg thv Ai^uhv McraxcopA, 
Kal nH5dAiov t6tc vauKAHpcp 9pd^ci KpcjLidaavTi Ka6€u5€iv, 
ctra 5' *OpcaTiHi x^^^^^ U9aiv€iv, iva jlah pira>v ono&uihi. 
iKTivoc V ou Mcrd TauTQ 9avcic crepav c^pav dno9aiv6i, 
HviKa iTCKTCiv CDpa npo3dTa>v noKov Hpivov* ctra x^(^<^Vy 
8tc xpH x^oivav TTwAciv h5h kqI A^ibdpiov ti npiooOai. 
lojuev 5* uMiv "A;iM(ov, A€A9oi, Aa)5cbvH, <t>oi3o^ 'AnoAAcov. 
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And before this was not the race of the gods, until all 

things by Love werp united ; 
And of kind united with kind in communion of nature the 

sky and the sea are 
Brought forth, and the earth, and the race of the gods 

everlasting and blest. So that we are 
Far away the most ancient of all things blest. And that 

we are of Love's generation 
There are manifest manifold signs. We have wings, and 

with us have the Loves habitation ; 
And manifold fair young folk that forswore love once, ere 

the bloom of them ended, 
Have the men that pursued and desired them subdued, 

by the help of us only befriended, 
With such baits as a quail, a flamingo, a goose, or a 

cock's comb staring and splendid. 

All best good things that befall men come from us birds, 

as is plain to all reason : 
For first we proclaim and make known to them spring, 

and the winter and autumn in season ; 
Bid sow, when the crane starts clanging for Afric, in 

shrill-voiced emigrant number. 
And calls to the pilot to hang up his rudder again for the 

season, and slumber ; 
And then weave a cloak for Prestes the thief, lest he 

strip men of theirs if it freezes. 
And again thereafter the kite reappearing announces a 

change in the breezes. 
And that here is the season for shearing your sheep of 

their spring wool. Then does the swallow 
Give you notice to sell your greatcoat, and provide some- 
thing light for the heat that's to follow. 
Thus are we as Ammon or Delphi unto you, Dodona, nay, 

Phoebus Apolloi 
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cAOovrec r&p npcATOv eir* Spvic, outcd irpbc aTiavra Tpcrr€<iOe, 
npoc T* cjuniopiov Kal npoc Pi6tou kthoiv kqI npbc rdiiov 

6v6p6c* 
6pvtv T€ vomK^cte ndvO* oooirep nepl Mcnrrciac ^laKpivct- 
9HMH f* uMiv opvtc cOTi, irrapMov t* &pviOa KoXctre, 
£um30A0V OpVlV, 9(DVHV opviv, OepOITOVT* opvtv, ovov opvtv. 
op' ou 9avepcdC hmcic ujiiv eo^ev Movi'cibc *An6\A<ov; 



AVES. 

737—752. 769—783- 
MoCoa AoxMotai ' OTp. 

Tib TIO Tib Tib Tib Tib TlOTlfE, 
nOlKlAH, JLA€6* H<: €f(i> 

vdnoioi Koi K0pu9aic ev opeiaic, 

Tib Tib Tib TlOTlf^, 

Uojievoc McAiac ^^t fuWoKOMOu, 

Tib Tib Tib TlOTirE, 

(i* \)M^ fevuoc EouBhc McAecov 
TTavi vojuiouc Upouc avacpaivo 
oejuvd T6 MHTpi xopeuMQT* opei^, 

TOTOTOTOTOT OTOTOTOTlfS, 

IvOev a>OTr€pei m^ittq 

<t>puvixoc &jLAPpooia>v mcA^<i>v dn€36oKeTO KOpirbv, del ^e- 

pcov f AuK€iav (pbdv. 

Tib Tib no TlOTlfS. 
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For, as first ye come all to get auguries of birds, even 

such is in all things your carriage, 
Be the matter a matter of trade, or of earning your bread, 

or of any one's marriage ; 
And all things ye lay to thb charge of a bird that belong 

to discerning prediction : 
Winged fame is a bird, as you reckon: you sneeze, and 

the sign's as a bird for convictioaf 
All tokens are "birds" with you—sounds too, and lackeys, 

and donkeys. Then must it not follow 
That we are to you all as the manifold godhead that 

speaks in prophetic Apollo ? 

A. C. Swinburne. 

AVES. 
737—752. 769-783. 

Muse, that in the deep recesses 

Of the forest's drear>' shade. 
Vocal with our wild addresses ; 

Or in the lonely lowly glade. 
Attending near, art pleased to hear 

Our humble bill tuneful and shrill. 

When, to the name of omnipotent Pan, 

Our notes we raise, or sing in praise. 
Of mighty Cybel^, from whom we began ; 

Mother of Nature, and every creature. 
Winged or un winged, of birds or man. 

Aid and attend, and chant ifrith me 
The music of Phrynichus, open and plain, 

The first that attempted a loftier strain, 
Ever busy like the bee, with the sweets of harmony. 
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Tlb Tib Tib Tib Tib Tib TlOTlff, 

ouMMifH 3oiiv oMoO 

nrepbic KpcKOvrec loxov 'AnoX^td, 

Tib Tib Tib TlOTlft, 

6x8<p cipc^ojuieyoi nap* "Eppov noTajuibv, 
Tib Tib Tib TioTlr^, 
bia b* aleepiov ve^oc HXec poa* 
irmEfi b€ noiKUa ^uAd Te OHpc^v, 
KUMord t' €(i3€(3e vkvcjuuk aiepH, 

TOTOTOTOTOTOTOTOTOTirS * 

nac 6* CTCKTunMo' 'OXumitoc' 

clAe be eoM^OQ avQKTaQ* •QAuMindbcc be jiwAoc XdpiTCC 

MoO- 
oal T* eiTcoAoAuEav. 
Tib Tib Tib TiOTir^ 



RAN^. 

324—336. 340—352. 

"laicx', w noAuTiMHT* cv ebpaic evedbe vaiwv, orp. 

"loKX*, (S'laKxe, 

lABe Tovb* dva Aeijucc^va xopcuacov, 

baiouc ec 6iaaa>TaCi 

noAuKOpnov M€V Tivdoocov 

nepi Kparl o<{) ppuovTa 
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Thus the swans in chorus follow, 

On the mighty Thracian stream, 

Hymning their eternal theme. 
Praise to Bacchus and Apollo : 

The welkin rings, with sounding wings, 

With songs and cries and melodies : 

Up to the thunderous iCther ascending : 

Whilst all that breathe on earth beneath, 
The beasts of the wood, the plain and the flood, 
In panic amazement are crouching and bending 

With the awful qualm of a 6udden calm, 
Ocean and air in silence blending. 
The ridge of Olympus is sounding on high. 
Appalling with wonder the lords of the sky, 

And the Muses and Graces, 

Enthroned in their places. 
Join in the solemn symphony. 

John Hookham Frere. 



RANiC. 
324—336. 340—352. 

Mighty Bacchus I Holy Power ! 
Hither at the wonted hour 
Come away, 
Come away, 
With the wanton holiday, 
Where the revel uproar leads 
To the mystic holy meads, 
Where the frolic votaries fly, 
With a tipsy shout and cry ; 
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OTc^ovov MupTttv- epaoci 6* cpcaTaxpouttMr 

noM TQV GKOAaOTOV 

^lAoiraifMOva hmciv, 

XapiTCDV nXeioTov ^xouoav M«poc afvav, Up«v 



cfcipc 9Xoreac XaMnd^ac ev x^pol nvdoacov, 
"IcKX*, ^ "loKxc, 

VUKTCpOU T6A6THC 96>a96pOC QOTHp. 

^Aofi 9€rr€Tai 6c AeiMwv 

fOVU TldA\6Tai fcpovTiov 

onooeiovrai &€ Aunac 

Xpoviouc T* eTa>v TiaAaia>v eviauTOuc, 

icpac uno rmac. 

ou \k Aaund5i« 9€rro>v 

TTpo^d6Hv e£ar' en* dveHpbv eMiov bdncbov 

XOpOITOlOV, MOKOp, H^av. 
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Flourishing the Thyrsus high, 
Flinging forth, alert and airy, 
To the sacred old vagary, 
The tumultuous dance and song, 
Sacred firom the vulgar throng ; 
Mystic orgies that are known 
To the votaries alone — 
To the mystic chorus solely — 
Secret— unreveal'd — and holy. 



Raise the fiery torches high ! 
Bacchus is approaching nigh, 
Like the planet of the mom, 
Breaking with the hoary dawn 

On the dark solemnity — 
There they flash upon the sight ; 
All the plain is blazing bright, 
Flush'd and overflown with light 
Age has cast his years away. 
And the cares of many a day, 
Sporting to the lively lay — 
Mighty Bacchus ! march apd lead 
(Torch in hand toward the mead) 
Thy devoted humble chorus. 
Mighty Bacchus, — ^move before us ! 



John Hookham Frere. 
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PROMETHEUS. 
398—434. 

The chorus of Ocean Njrmphs laments the cruel punishment of 
Prometheus for his rebellion against Zeus. In the last line of 
strophe L Mrs. Brownii^ adopted the reading €v5€tKVU0iv for 
€V, (ciKvuatv. 

528-559. 

In default of any more adequate rendering of this chorus, 
Byron's paraphrase, written Dec ist, 1804, at Harrow, deserves 
quotation. Awed by Prometheus' punishment the Ocean 
nymphs express their submission to Zeus, and contrast his 
victim's present tortures with a happier scene. 

Great Jove, to whose almighty throne 

Both gods and mortals homage pay. 

Ne'er may my soul thy power disown, 

Thy dread behests ne'er disobey. 
Oft shall the sacred victim fall 
In sea-girt Ocean's mossy hall ; 
My voice shall raise no impious strain 
'Gainst him who rules the sky and azure main. 

How different now thy joyless fate. 

Since first Hesion^ thy bride. 
When placed aloft in godlike state. 

The blushing beauty by thy side, 
Thou sat'st, while reverend Ocean smiled, 
And mirthfiil strains the hours beguiled ; 
The Nymphs and Tritons danced around. 
Nor yet thy doom was fix'd, nor Jove relentless frown'd. 
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887—906. 

lo, the victim of the love of Zeus and the jealousy of Her^, 
has come upon the stage, and told the story of her sufferings. 
The Ocean Nymphs utter the eminently Greek prayer for an 
equal marriage. Compare the proverb attributed to Pittacus, 
THV KOTO aauTov e\a, with its implied meaning ''Choose one of 
your own rank." 



SEPTEM CONTRA THEBAS. 

720—791. 

Adrastus and Polyneices and the five other confederate chiefis 
have arrived against the walls of Thebes to do battle with 
Eteocles, the brother of Polyneices. The chorus of Theban 
maidens recites the history of the house, the marriage of Laius 
and Jocasta, the exposure of their child CEdipus, his return to 
Thebes and deliverance of the city from the Sphinx, his 
unwittingly incestuous marriage with his mother, the discovery 
that he was the slayer of his father, his blindness and exile, and 
the curse he launched against his sons, Eteocles and Polyneices, 
for their cruelty to him. 

848—860. 

Eteocles and Polyneices have slain each other in single combat 
The Theban maidens lament them. 



PERSiE. 

65-138. 

The Persa formed part of a trilogy vrith which iEschylus 
gained the pri;se in 472 B.C., only eight years after the Persian 
invasion and before peace had been concluded. In this chorus 
the Persian Elders from magnifying the splendour of the 
enormous army of Xerxes pass gradually to a strain of fore- 
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boding. In her translation Miss Swanwick adopted the text of 
Paley, which for the third line of the mesode reads : 

9iA6<|>p(i>v rap iTOTtoaivouoa to irpcoTOv Trapdrei ^pOT6v 

€lc apKuac "Atq. 
Minor differences are eo<3€Tai for aoerai in the fourth anti- 
strophe, and apponcveeic for OKponevdetc in the fifth. 

SUPPLICES. 

85—101. 

Danaiis and ^Egyptus were twin sons of Belus. The fifty 
sons of iEgyptus desired the fifty daughters of Danaus in 
marriage, but the Danaides fled from them to Argos where they 
became Suppliants for the protection of Pela^us, its king. The 
fragment here given from their opening chorus is expressive of 
their trust in Zeus. In the first line Professor Campbell reads 
€i6* €iH for ei OeiH, and in the last but one anovov baijioviav 
instead of anoivov tatjiovicov. 

AGAMEMNON. 

,05—257. 

In this great chorus the Ai^ve elders sing the sacrifice of 
Iphigeneia, the daughter of Agamemnon and Clytemnestra. 
Agamemnon had violated the sanctity of a grove of Artemis by 
killing in it a stag, and the goddess in her wrath caused a calm 
by which the Greek expedition against Troy was kept weather- 
bound at Aulis. At the instigation of the seer Calchas, 
Agamemnon, to appease the goddess, consented to sacrifice 
Iphigeneia, but at the moment of the sacrifice Artemis put a 
hart in her place and carried Iphigeneia herself to Tauris, there 
to act as her priestess. The chorus, alike from its beauty, its 
occasional obscurity, and its length, demands more from its 
translators than almost any other in Greek tragedy. Dean 
Milman's version is more evenly sustained throughout than any 
of its competitors with which I am acquainted. But the open- 
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ing strophe and antistrophe are certainly better rendered by 
Conington in the following vigorous lines : 

I am the man ! I must be up and telling 

The signs which met the chieftains on their way. 
I am the man — ^within me yet is swelling, 
From heaven itself, the promptings of the lay, 
The genial strength proportioned to my day — 

How the chiefs of Greece in their twin-throned power. 

The united crown of Achaea's flower, 

There sends with spear and avenging hand 

The imperial bird to the Trojan land, 

The king of the fowls to the kings of the fleet — 

One eagle black, one white on the back — 
Appearing near on the hand of the spear 
In the high-pitched pride of their stately seat : — 
They twain were devouring a hare and her brood, 
In the last of her courses borne down and subdued : 
Sing sorrow I sing sorrow ! but triumph the good ! 

Now as the wise host-prophet stood surveying 
The two bold sons of Atreus, warriors true. 
The fell devourers of the hare, portraying 
Those missioned chieftains, all at once he knew. 
And thus told out the signs that crossed his view : 
" This journey of ours shall at length come down 
In spoiler-wise upon Priam's town. 
And the wealth of the people, the bulwark's store, 
Shall Fate in her fury devour before. 
Let but no grudge from the gods above 
Cast envious might on the curb so bright, 
For the queen of the chase abhors the race. 
The winged hounds of her father Jove : — 
For they ate a tame creature all quick with its brood : 
The eagles she hates, and their banquet of blood : 
Sing sorrow ! sing sorrow ! but triumph the good T* 

In the fourth line of the first strophe Dean Milman apparently 
adopted the reading oAKav. 
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160—183. 

A fragment of this fragment first appeared in Mr. Myers' 
admirable essay on iEschylus in HelUnica, The translator 
kindly completed the passage for the present volume. 

355-474- 

The Argive Elders here sing of the punishment of Troy for its 
protection of Alexander (better known to us as Paris), after he 
had outraged the laws of hospitality by seducing Helen, the 
wife of his host Menelaus. The story of Helen's flight leads the 
chorus to sing her husband's sorrow, and from this they pass on 
to bewail the havoc caused by the long war. 

In the celebrated crux in the second strophe, Mr. Morshead 
prefers the reading : 

ndpeon oif*, otimoc oAN* 6Aoi&opoc» 
amOTOC a^Mcvav i&a>v. 



AGAMEMNON. 

681—781. 

The chorus here contrasts the joy and gaiety of Helen's arrival 
at Troy with the misery which her advent brought upon the city. 
The meaning of the first strophe rests on a play on Helen's 
name, which Prof. Campbell has wisely indicated instead of 
attempting to reproduce by a similar, but somewhat clumsy pun 
in English. " Hell of vessels, hell of heroes, hell of states," is 
Conington's rendering, while Dean Milman's 

" Helen call'd, the fated to destroy 
Ships and men and mighty Troy," 

preserves all the awkwardness of a pun with none of its point. 

Prof. Campbell's variants in this chorus are rather numerous. 
They include KcAodvTcov for KeXoavrec in strophe i., and ' 
liovra (with suppression of comma after irpaoooMcva) for 
TiovTCK in the antistrophe; Aeovroc Iviv for Xeovra oiviv 
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in strophe iL ; and nopoKXivao* for irapOKAivouo* in strophe iii. 
In the third line of strophe iv. 900^ tokou is adopted instead of 
vcopo <]>douc KOTOv, and the metre of the antistrophe is brought 
into harmony with this by reading : 

naXtvTpoiTOic 

ouMCKii XnroOa*, oota irpooeouro. 

717-735. 

The fragment here reprinted with Mr. Gladstone's permission 
appeared in the volume of translations issued conjointly with 
Lord Lyttelton in 1861, and reprinted in 1863. Its date of 
composition is given as 1836. 

In the antistrophe Mr. Gladstone reads : 

€6oc TO npbc TOK£cov* x^P^y 
rap Tp09eOoiv 6MeiP<>>v. 



CHOEPHOROSL 
20— «3. 

Clytemnestra has slain Agamemnon, and at the opening of 
this next act of the trilogy the chorus of captive Trojan women 
are sent by her to bear offerings to her victim's grave. 

This translation is extracted from a volume (for dravdng my 
attention to which I am greatly indebted to Mr. £. D. A. 
Morshead) entitled, *' Selections from the Choric Poetry of the 
Greek Dramatic Writers, translated into English Verse, by 
J. Anstice, B.A." {London^ 1832, 8vo). According to the 
Dictionary of National Biography y Mr. Joseph Anstice was bom 
in 1808, and educated at^estminster and Christ Church, Oxford, 
where he wrote a prize poem on ** Richard Coeur de Lion " and a 
prize essay upon ** The Influence of the Roman Conquests upon 
Literature and the Arts in Rome." In 1831, when only 23, he 
was appointed Professor of Classical Literature at King's Collie, 
London, a post which four years later he was obliged by ill 
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health to resign. -His death on Feb. 29th, 1836, at Torquay, 
cat short a career of singular promise. Of his translations I 
have already said something in my brief Introduction. The 
three specimens included in this volume will saffice to prove 
that, if sometimes lacking in conciseness and strength, they are 
characterized by a gracefulness and ease rarely found in translated 
work. 

EUMENIDES. 

307—396. 

The murder of Agamemnon has been avei^ed, in accordance 
with the doom of the house, by his son, Orestes. The matricide 
b pursued by the avenging Furies, the Eumenides, who in this 
chorus sing of their appointed dues and functions. In his 
translation Dean Milman followed a text of the play, reading 
ciTi Tovcoc for eifl toy, c^, in the second strophe, and reversing 
the order of the last five lines of antistrophe ii. and strophe iiL 
His version, here reprinted by permission of Mr. Murray, 
appeared in the same volume which contains the Agamemnon 
and Bacchse. 

AJAX. 

596-645. 

Ajax, son of Telamon, king of Salamis, being worsted by 
Ulysses in the contention for the arms of Achilles, fell into a 
frenzy in which he slaughtered the sheep and oxen of the Greek 
host in the belief that they were his human enemies. The chorus 
of Salaminian sailors here imagine the misery that this ill news 
will cause when told in their island home. 

693—718. » 

Ajax, awakened from his frenzy, recognizes that his mad acts 
have made life impossible, and goes forth to fall on his sword. 
But the Salaminian sailors mistake his object, and believing that 
all is well, and that they will soon sail homewards, sing and 
dance in an outburst of joy. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



174 Nates. 

OEDIPUS TYRANNUS. 

151 — ^21$. 

Laiiu, king of Thebes, was forewarned by an oracle that he 
should perish by the hand of his own son. To avert the fate, 
when CEdipus was bom, his father caused him to be exposed on 
Mount Cithaeron. The child was saved by a shepherd, and 
arrived at manhood without knowing his parentage. In a road- 
side quarrel he slew his father, Laius, and then proceeded to 
Thebes, where he delivered the city from the Sphinx, and 
obtained as his reward the kingdom and the hand of Jocasta, 
the widow of Laius, his own mother. In anger at this incestuous 
marriage and parricide the gods visited Thebes with a plague, 
and in this chorus the Theban Elders pray to heaven for mercy 
and relief from their woes. 

Mr. Verrall writes with reference to his rendering, ''As an 
excuse for the metrical liberties which have been made in this 
translation, it should perhaps be said, that it was not made 
independently, but to suit the music composed by Prof. Stanford 
for the original Greek, when the play was performed at 
Cambridge." The text adopted by the Greek Play Committee 
reads liroupov and tcAciv for onoupov and t€Xei in strophe iiL, 
and npooraOcvra for npoaraxOevro in the antistrophe. 

863— 91a 

Tiresias, the blind seer, has denounced (Edipus as the slayer 
of Laius. The king remembers the stranger whom he slew at 
the cross-roads, but there are some discrepancies in details, and 
in this pause of mingled hope and fear the Theban Elders sing 
this ode in praise of an innocent and humble life. In the second 
antbtrophe they remember the ancient oracle as to the fate of 
Laius, and express their belief in it. 

CEDIPUS COLONEUS. 

668—719. • 

Cast out from Thebes in accordance with his own decree, 
blinded by his own hands, Q£dipus, attended only by his faithful 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



NaUs^ 175 

daughter, Antigone, has come to Colonns, a suburb of Athens, 
there to find rest in death. He asks where he is, and the chorus 
of Elders of Colonus in telling him sing the praises of their 
village and of Attica. A legend tells us that at the end of his 
life, when nearly ninety, Sophocles established his sanity and 
capability of disposing of his own property, by reading to his 
judges this magnificent 'ode, then recently written. The play 
itself was not exhibited till 401 B.C., five years after the poet's 
death. 

121 1 — 1248. 

His son, Polyneices, and his brother-in-law, Creon, torment 
the closing hours of the life of (Edipus. Theseus, prince of 
Athens, assures him of protection, and the chorus in sympathy 
sing of Death as the deliverer from all ills. The ode is perhaps 
the most beautiful in all Greek tragedy, and becomes the more 
impressive when we remember the great age which Sophocles 
had attained when he wrote it. In the works of Thomas Love 
Peacock there is a choral ode written in reminiscence of this, 
and he tells us that at one time Shelley was '* always repeating ** 
to himself the lines : 

Man's happiest lot is not to he : 
And when we tread life's thorny steep. 
Most blest are they, who, earliest free, 
Descend to death's eternal sleep, 

though they lack the simplicity of the original. 

In line 2 of strophe L, Mr. Housman reads napcKC for 
Dindorf's irapcic, and in line 10, teovroc for eeAovroc. In the 
antistrophe he reverses the positions of 96V01 and ^Oovoc, and 
in the ^Kxle writes b' ewuxioiv for &€ vuxiav. 

ANTIGONE. 

332—375. 
The curse of GEdipus has fallen. His cruel sons, Eteocles and 
Polyneices have fought and slain each other, and now their uncle, 
Creon, is king,^and has proclaimed that the body of Polyneices, 
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fts the aggressor, is to be left unburied. A messenger announces 
to Creon that his command has been disobeyed, and in this 
chorus the Theban Elders sing the wonders of man in society, 
and the necessity of obedience to law. A fine translation of this 
Ode was made by Thomas Davidson, the Scottish Probationer. 

583-625. 

It is his sister, Antigone, who has buried Polyneices. She is 
denounced to Creon, and condemned by him to death. The 
Theban Elders sing the woes of the house of CEdipus, and the 
divine anger by which it is pursued. 

In the third and fourth lines of the second strophe, Mr. 
Morshead reads : 

6 navr' ofpeucov 

oOre eewv aKjutaTOC, 

and in the fifth afHpooc ^or ofHpcp. The last two lines of the 

same strophe he would print : 

vojuioc 66' • oubev cpnci 

evoTcov PiOTCp ndjuinoXu f 6kt6c orac. 

For his rendering of this chorus I wish to express my particular 
obligations to Mr. Morshead, who, on my expressing my' disap- 
pointment at finding no version in existence which I quite liked, 
very kindly made this translation, almost on the spur of the 
moment, and placed it at my disposaL 

781—800. 

Hsemon, Creon's son, is Antigone's lover, and upbraids his 
father for his cruel tyranny. Creon threatens to slay her before 
his eyes, and Hamion rushes from his presence. The chorus 
then sings this short ode to Love. 

In the last line but one, Sir G. Young reads with the MSS. 
Tcbv )iAx^i>^'^ irdpedpoc ^v opxoiC eeojicov. 

1115— 1154. 

The blind old seer, Tiresias, the same who had declared to 
CEdipus his doom, has warned Creon of the fate to which his 
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craelty is hastening him. Creon in terror orders the immediate 
release of Antigone from the rocky cell in which he has immured 
her, and the chorus breaks forth into this joyous prayer to 
Bacchus, the tutelary deity of Thebes. To the spectators, who 
knew the legend, their rejoicing must have sounded almost 
ironical, for Hsemon and Antigone have already done themselves 
to death. 

MEDEA. 
627^662. 

Medea in her love for Jason not only saved his life, but aban- 
doned her home at Colchis to follow him. He is now abandon- 
ing her for a Corinthian bride. The chorus of Corinthian women 
sings the danger of an overmastering love. In the first antistrophe 
Mr. Soutar (to whom I must apologize for omitting to place 
asterisks in the text) reads otifoi for arcpfot, in the second 
strophe oiKTpOTOTOv for oucrpOTdTcov, in the antistrophe mOOov 

for JLluOCdV. 

HIPPOLYTUS. 
525-564. 
Angered at the refusal of Hippolytus to yield her reverence. 
Aphrodite has smitten his step-mother, Phaedra, with an unholy 
passion for him, against which she struggles in vain. The theme 
of this chorus, sung by Troizenian women, is closely similar to 
the one just quoted from the Medea. A translation by Thomas 
I<ove Peacock, not more beautiful than Madame Darmesteter*s, 
but offering an interesting contrast of styles, will be found in the 
Appendix to Euripides. 

ALCESTIS. 

435-454. 
Admetus in return for his hospitality to Apollo obtained from 
the Fates permission, at the Ume of his natural death, to sub- 
stitute for himself his father, mother, or wife, if any one of 

M 
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these woald ooosent to take his place. His wife, Alcestis, dies 
to save her husband, and the choras of Pheroeans thus bids her 
£uewell. The translation is taken from the 1872 edition of 
the works of J. H. Frere, in which it appears as a fragment. 

567-605. 

At the moment of the death of Alcestis, Hercules comes to 
visit his friend Admetus. Fearing that if his guest were 
informed of his sorrow he would turn elsewhere, Admetus 
conceals his wife's death. The chorus praises his hospitable 
spirit, and call to mind the sojourn, in die house, of the god 
Apollo. The spirited version here quoted, first appeared in 
the pages of ICoitabos, the magazine of Trinity College, Dublin, 
under the editorship of Pro£ B. Y. Tyrrell. 

962—1005. 

When Hercules has learnt the truth as to his friend's sorrow, 
gratitude to Admetus sends him to struggle with Death, and 
vnrest Alcestis from his grasp. While he is secretly gone on 
this errand Admetus laments for his wife, and the chorus sings 
this strain of consolation. 

HELENA. 

1451— IS". 

According to the story adopted in this play, the Helen of the 
Trojan War was merely a wraith, the true Helen being all the 
time in Egypt, where she is discovered by Menelaus. The 
subject of tMs chorus is their return to Peloponnesus and to 
Sparta. 

HERCULES FURENS. 

343--44I. 
The last of the twelve labours of Hercules was his descent into 
the Lower World to fetch thence Cerberus and rescue his friend 
Theseus. While he was absent on this mission rumour reported 
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his failure, and Lycus, King of Thebes, determined to destroy 
all his race, lest at any time they should avenge the murder of 
Creon. The chon^s of Theban elders here celebrates the former 
exploits of Hercules, and laments the fate of his children and of 
his father Amphitryon, all of whom Lycus has condemned to 
death. 

637--67«. 

Hercules has returned in safety in time to save his kinsfolk 
and punish Lycus. The choms lament their old age, which 
has rendered them powerless when their help is needed. I 
quote in the Appendix to Euripides Peacock's version of this 
chorus, and may refer also to a spirited echo of it published in 
the St Andrews University Magdzine^ No* XL^ by Mr. G. 
Soutar. 

BACCH^. 

370-431. 
During the absence of Pentheus, King of Thebes, from his 
kingdom, the mystic worship of Bacchus has been introduced 
among his subjects. On his return he denounces it, and the 
chorus of Asiatic Bacchse, by whom the worship of the god is 
being spread, here appeals to the goddess of Sanctity. Pentheus 
was subsequently driven mad by Bacchus, joined himself in 
woman's attire to the Bacchae, and was torn to pieces by them. 

862~~9ii. 

The song of the Bacchae, whom Pentheus is about to join, as 
they proceed to the revels in which he is to meet his death. In 
the antistrophe they foreshadow his fate. 



HECUBA. 
444— 4»3. 

Troy has fallen, and Hecuba, its queen* and her daughter, 
Polyxena, are prisoners in the Greek camp. Polyxena had 

M 2 
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been beloved by Achilles, and, according to one legend, his love 
for her caused his doom. She is now to be sacrificed to his 
shade, and this chorus is sung by the captive Trojan women, as 
she goes to her death. The women, however, are occupied with 
their own woes, and their song has nothing to do with 
Polyxena. 

905--9S2. 

Fresh woes have fallen on Hecuba. The body of her son, 
Polydorus, murdered by his guardian, Polymestor, has been 
washed ashore, and she is now about to avenge the murder. 
But the chorus are still mindful only of their own fate, and sing 
this dirge over the fall of Troy. The first version here quoted 
is taken from a footnote to the Table Talk of S. T. Coleridge. 



IPHIGENEIA IN AULIDE. 

1036— 1097. 

The subject of the Iphigentia in Aulis is told in the closing 
strophes of the first chorus of the Agamemnon. The chorus 
here contrasts her fate with the gay scene at the marriage of 
Peleus and Thetis. The relevance of their song is greatly 
diminished in the spirited version of Mr. Anstice, by his un- 
fortunate compression of the last eighteen lines into six. 



CYLOPS. 

41—54. 68-81. 

These stanzas form the strophe and epode of the chorus of 
Satyrs in quest of their leader, Silenus. The antistrophe Shelley 
omitted from his translation. 

511—520. 

A fragment from the song with which the chorus flatters the 
drunken Cyclops. 
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NUBES. 

275— 29a 298—313. 

The opening chorus of the Cloud- Maidens, as they float on 
the stage at the call of Socrates, whom Aristophanes represents 
as star-gazing from a basket swung in mid air. 



AVES. 
211—222. 227—262. 

The call of the Hoopoe, bidding all the birds to a general 
assembly, does not come properly within the scope of this 
volume. But its lyric beauty and the pleasure of quoting the 
English version of Dr. Kennedy made its inclusion imperative. 
The translations by Frere and by Madame Darmesteter are 
both also noteworthy. In lines 212—215, ^^' Kennedy inserted 
a colon after "Ituv, and read cAcAi^omcvhc b* lepoic, with no stop 
after £ou6hc. 

685—722. 

The chorus of Birds give their theory of creation. Mr. 
Swinburne's magnificent version first appeared in the columns of 
the Atkenaum, 

m—is^' 769-783. 

''We see here a comic imitation of the tragic choruses of 
Phi3fnichu5, a poet older than iG9ch]^s» of whom Aristophanes 
alwajrs speaks with respect, as an improver of music and 
poetry." — Frer^s note. 



RAN/E. 
324—336. 340—352. 
A chorus of the Initiated in honour of Bacchus. 
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APPENDIX TO EURIPIDES. 

Permission to use Peacock's translations was not obtained till 
after the greater part of this volume was in type. I add them, 
therefore, in an Appendix, and join with them the less difiiise of 
Campbeirs two versions from the Medea. 
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MEDEA. 
1251 — 1270. 

Hallowed earth, with indignation 
Mark, oh mark, the murderous deed ! 

Radiant eye of wide creation, 
Watch the damnM parricide ! 

Yet, ere Colchis' nigged daughter 

Perpetrate the dire design, 
And consign to kindred slaughter 

Children of thy golden line, 

Shall the hand, with murder gory, 
Cause immortal blood to flow ! 

Sun of heaven, arrayed in glory. 
Rise — forbid — avert the blow ! 



In the vales of placid gladness 
'Let no rueful maniac range ; 
Chase afar the Fiend of Madness, 
Wrest the dagger from Revenge ! 



Say, hast thou, with kind protection 
Reared thy smiling race in vain ; 

Fostering Nature's fond affection. 
Tender cares, and pleasing pain. 
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Hast thou on the troubled ocean 
Braved the tempest loud and strong, 

Where the waves in wild commotion 
Roar Cyanean rocks among ? 

Didst thou roam the paths of danger, 

Hymenean joys to prove ? 
Spare, O sanguinary stranger, 

Pledges of thy sacred love ! 

Shall not Heaven, with indignation. 
Watch thee o'er the barbarous deed ? 

Shalt thou cleanse with expiation. 
Monstrous, murderous parricide ? 

Thomas Campbell. 
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HIPPOLYTUS. 
525-564. 

O LOVE ! O love ! whose shafts of fire 

Invade the soul with sweet surprise, 
Through the soft dews of young desire 
Trembling in beauty's azure eyes ! 
Condemn not me the pangs to share 
Thy too impassioned votaries bear, 
That on the mind their stamp impress, 
Indelible and measureless : 
For not the sun's descending dart, 
Nor yet the lightning brand of Jove, 
Falls like the^haft that strikes the heart. 
Thrown by the mightier hand of love. 

Oh ! vainly, where, by Letrian plains, 

Tow'rd Dian's dome Alpheus bends, 
And from Apollo's Pythian fanes, 

The steam of hecatombs ascends ; 
While not to love our altars blaze ; 
To love, whose tyrant power arrays 
Against mankind each form of woe 
That hopeless anguish bleeds to know : 
To love who keeps the golden key, 

That, when more favoured lips implore. 
Unlocks the sacred mystery 

Of youthful beauty's bridal door. 

Alas ! round love's despotic power. 

Their brands what forms of terror wave ! 

The (Echalian maid in evil hour, « 
Venus to greet Alcides gave. 
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As yet in passion's lore unread, 

Unconscious of connubial ties, 
She saw around her bridal bed 

Her native city's flames arise. 
All-hapless maid ! mid kindred gore 

Whose nuptial torch the Furies bore ! 
To him consigned, an ill-starred bride, 

By whom her sire and brethren died. 

O towers of Thebes ! O sacred flow 

Of mystic Dirc^'s fountain tides ! 
Say in what shapes of fear and woe 

Love through his victim's bosom glides ? 
She, who to heaven's imperial sire 

The care-dispelling Bacchus bore, 
'Mid thunder and celestial fire ^ 

Embraced, and slept, to wake no more. 
Too powerful love, inspiring still 

The dangerous risk, the frantic will, 
Bears like the bee's mellifluous wing, 

A transient sweet, a lasting sting. 

Thomas Love Peacock. 
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ALCESTIS. 

962 — 1005. 

My steps have pressed the flowers, 

That to the Muses' bowers 

The eternal dews of Helicon have given : 

And trod the mountain height, 

Where Science, young and bright, 

Scans with poetic gaze the midnight-heaven ; 

Yet have I found no power to vie 

With thine, severe Necessity ! 

No counteracting spell sublime, 

By Orpheus breathed in elder time. 

The tablets of initiate Thrace contain : 

No drug imbued with strength divine. 

To sons of ^sculapian line 

By pitying Phoebus taught, to soothe the stings of pain. 

Thee, goddess, thee alone 

None seek with suppliant moan : 

No votive wreaths thine iron altars dress ; 

Immutably severe, 

The song thou dost not hear, 

That speaks the plaint of mortal wretchedness. 

Oh, may I ne'er more keenly feel 

Thy power, that breaks the strength of steel, 

With whose dread course concordant still 

Jove executes his sovereign will : 

Vain were his might, unseconded by thee. 

Regret or shame thou canst not know ; 

Nor pity for terrestrial woe 

Can check thy onward course, or change thy stem decree. 
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And thou in patience bear thy doom, 

Beneath her heaviest bonds opprest : 

Tears cannot burst the marble tomb, 

Where e'en the sons of gods must rest. 

In life, in death, most loved, most blest. 

Was she for whom our fruitless tears are shed ; 

And round her cold sepulchral bed, 

Unlike the tombs of the promiscuous dead. 

Wreaths of eternal feune shall spread, 

By matchless virtue merited. 

There oft the traveller from his path shall turn, 

And muse beneath the lonely cypress shade. 

That waves, in silent gloom, where her remains are laid. 

Thomas Love Peacock. 
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HERCULES FURENS. 
637—672. 

To me the hours of youth of y&uth are dear, 
In transient light that flow : 
But age is heavy, cold and drear, 
As winter's rocks of snow. 
Already on my brows I feel 
His grasp of ice and &ngs of steel, 
Dimming the visual radiance pale, 
• That soon eternal night shall veil. 
Oh ! not for all the gold that flings. 
Through domes of Oriental kings, 
Its mingled" splendour, £dsely bright, 
"Would I resign youth's lovelier light. 
For whether wealth its path illume, 
Or toil and poverty depress, 
The days of youth are days of bloom 
And health and hope and loveliness. 
Oh ! were the ruthless demon, Age, 
Involved by Jove's tempestuous rage, 
And ia&X and far to ruin driven, 
Beyond the flaming bounds of heaven. 
Or whelmed where arctic winter broods 
O'er Ocean's frozen solitudes, 
So never more to haunt again 
The cities and the homes of men, — 
Yet, were the gods the friends of worth. 
Of justice and of truth. 
The virtuous and the wise on earth 
Should find a second youth. 
Then would true gloiy shine unfurled, 
A light to guide and guard the world, 
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If, not in vain with time at strife. 
The good twice ran the race of life, 
While vice, to one brief course confined. 
Should wake no more to curse mankind. 
Experience then might rightly trace 
The lines that part the good and base, 
As sailors read the stars of night, 
Where shoreless billows murmuring roll, 
And guide by their unerring light 
The vessel to its distant goal 
But, since no signs from Jove declare 
That earthly virtue claims his care ; 
Since folly, vicfe and falsehood prove 
As many marks of heavenly love ; 
The life of man in darkness flies ; 
The thirst of truth and wisdom dies ; 
And love and beauty bow the knee 
To gold's supreme divinity. 

Thomas Love Peacock. 
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iESCHYLUS. 

The Tragedies of ^Eschylus ; translated by Robert Potter. 
Norwichy 1777. 4^ 

The date in the dedication of the '*" Notes *' is July 1 1, 1778. 

A second edition^ ** corrected^** was published in London in 
'779* 8^ and other editions followed in 1808, 1809, 181 9, and 
1833. 

The Lyrical Dramas of yEschylus from the Greek ; translated 
into English verse by J. S. Blackie. 
London, 185a 8«. 

The Tragedies of iEschylos. A new translation, with a bio- 
graphical essay, and an appendix of rhymed choral odes by £. 
H. Plumptre. 2 vols. 
London, 1868. 8». 

A ** second edition, revised,** was published in 1873. 

The Dramas of iEschylus ; translated by A. Swanwick ; with 
illustrations from Flaxman's designs. 
London, 1873. fol* 

A third edition was published in 1881 (8°) as part of Bohn^s 
Classical Library, 

The Agamemnon, Choephori, and Eumenides of ^Eschylus ; 
translated into English verse by Anna Swanwick. 
London, 1865. 8^ 

An instaltnent of the complete edition published in 1873. 

The Orestea of iEschylus ; translated into English verse by 
C. N. Dalton, B.A. 
London, 1868. 8^ 

The House of Atreus : being the Agamemnon, Libation- 
Bearers, and Furies of ^Esdiylus ; translated into English verse 
by E. D. A. Morshead. 
London, 1881. 8^ 

A second edition was published in 1889. 
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The Agamemnon of .£schylus ; translated by Hugh Stuart 
Boyd. 
London^ 1823. 8*. 

The Agamemnon of ^schylus ; translated by John Symmons. 
London^ 1824. 8*. 

The Agamemnon of iC^schylus ; translated from the Greek ; 
illustrated by a dissertation on Grecian tragedy, &c, by J. S. 
Harford. 
London, 1831. 8®, 

Agamemnon : a tragedy from the Greek of .^Eschylus ; trans- 
lated into English verse by Thomas Medwin. 
London, 1832. 8*. 

The Prometheus and Agamemnon ; translated from the Greek. 
Part of The Death of Demosthenes, and other poems ; by George 
_Croker Fox. 
London, 1839. 8*. 

The Agamemnon of iEschylus ; translated literally and rhyth- 
mically by W. Sewell ; with a preface and notes. 
London, 1846. 12*. 

The Agamemnon; the Greek text with a translation into 
English verse, and notes critical and explanatory ; by John 
Conington, B.A. 
London, 1848. 8^. 

Agamemnon the King ; a tragedy, from the Greek of ^Eschy- 
lus, by William Blew. _ 

London, 1855. 8^. 

The Agamemnon of iEschylus and the Bacchanals of Euri- 
pides ; with passages from the lyric and later poets of Greece, 
translated by Henry Hart Milman. 
London, Edinburgh [printed], 1865. 8*. 

The Agamemnon of iEschylus ; revised and translated by J. 
F. Davies. Gr, and Eng, 
London, Utrecht [printed], 1868. 8*. 
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Agamemnon ; a tragedy, taken from iEschylus, [By PMward 
Fitzgerald.] 
London^ 1876. 4^ 

The Agamemnon of ^Eschylus ; translated into English verse 
by £. D. A. Morshead. 
Lomhn, 1877. 8®. 

An insialment of the '^ House of Aireus^'' ^lished in 1881. 

The Agamemnon of iEschylus ; transcribed by Robert 
Browning. 
London^ 1877. 8^, 

The Agamemnon of iCschylus ; with a metrical translation 
and notes critical and illastratire, by B. H. Kennedy. Gr, and 
Eng. 
Cambridge^ 1S78. 8^. 

A second edition was published at Cambridge in 1882. 

Agamemnon; translated from iEschylus by the Earl of 
Carnarvon. 
London^ 1879. 8^. 

Scenes from the Agamemnon ; translated into English verse 
by Lewis Campbell, M.A. ; selected and arranged for the modern 
stage by F. Jenkin. 
Edinburgh^ i88a 8*. 

An instalment of a complete translation of Mschylus now in 
course of publication, 

iEschylus* Eumenides; the Greek text, with English notes 
critical and explanatory ; an English verse translation ; and an 
introduction, containing an analysis of the dissertations of C. O. 
Miiller ; by Bernard Drake. Gr. and Eng^ 
Cambridge, 1853. 8^ 

The Eumenides of iEschylus ; translated into English verse 
by the Rev. G. C. Swayne. 
Edinburgh and London, 1855. 8^ 

The Eumenides of iEschylus ; a critical edition, with metrical 
English translation, by J. F. Da vies. 
Dublin, 1885. Z\ 
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The Eumenides of ^schylus, as arranged for performance at 
Cambridge ; the text in Greek and English ; the translation by 
A. W. Verrall; the incidiental music by C. V. Stanford. 
2 parts. 
Cambridge, 1885, 8*. 

The Persians ; a popular version from the Greek of iEschylus, 
by John Staunton ; with photographs of Flaxman's designs. 
Warwick, 1873. 4«. 

The Persians of ^Eschylus ; translated into English verse by 
the Rev. William Gurney, M.A. 
Cambridge, 1873. 8®. 

Prometheus Bound ; a tragedy from the Greek, by T. Medwin. 
Sienna, 1827. 8*. 
Another edition was published at London in 1832. 

Prometheus Bound ; translated from the Greek of ^Eschylus ; 
and miscellaneous poems by the translator, author of an ** Essay 
on Mind " (Elizabeth B. Barrett, afterward^ Mrs. Browning). 
London, 1833. 12^. 

The Prometheus of iEschylus and the Electra of Sophocles 
translated ; with notes intended to illustrate the typical character 
of the former ; also a* few original poems ; by George Croker 
J^ox. 
London, 1835. 8*. 

This translation of the Prometheus was reprinted with the 
author's " Death of Demosthenes " in 1839. 

The Prometheus Chained ; translated into English verse by 
G. C. Swayne. 
Oxford [Bristol], 1846. 8®. 

Prometheus Chained ; translated into English verse by Charles 
Cavendish Clifford. 
Oxford, 1852. 8*. 

The Prometheus Bound of i^schylus ; literally translated in- 
to English verse by Augusta Webster; edited by Thomas 
Webster, M.A. 
London and Cambridge, 1866. 8". 
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The Prometheus Bound of iEschylus ; translated in the origi- 
nal metres by C B. Cayley, B.A. 
London, 1867. 8». 

Prometheus Vinctus ; translated from the Greek of iEschylus 
into English verse by Ernest Lang. 
London, 187a 8«. 

Prometheus Bound (from the Greek of -^schylus), and 
original poems, by John Dunning Cooper. London, [1890] 8®. 

The Septem Contra Thebas, the most popular of the extant 
tragedies of ^Eschylus, rendered into English verse by the Rev. 
William Gumey, M.A. 
Cambridge, 1878. 8*. 

The Suppliant Maidens of iEschylus ; translated into English 
verse by E. D. Anderson Morshead, M.A, 
London, 1883. ^* 

SOPHOCLES. 

The Tragedies of Sophocles, from the Greek ; by the Rev 
Thomas Francklin. 2 vols. 
London, 1757-8. 4*. 

Another edition appeared in 1766, with the addition of a dis- 
sertation on Greek tragedy by the translator. This was reprinted 
in 1809, but in 1 832 the edition ^1759 was reprinted in i6^ In 
1886 Professor Morley published Francklir^s translation in the 
** Universal Library, ^^ Selections from FrancklitCs version were 
also included in vol, 50 of Sanfords Works of the British Poets, 
and in 1 806 an acting edition of his CEdipus Tyrannus was 
printed at Reading on the occasion of the performance of the play 
at Reading School, 

The Tragedies of Sophocles ; translated [by R. Potter]. 
London, 1788. 40. 

A new edition, with the author's name, was published in 
1808. 8«. 

The Tragedies of Sophocles ; translated into English verse by 
the Rev. Thomas Dale. 2 vols, 
London, 1824. 8^ 
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The Tragedies of Sophodes ; a new tianslation, with a bio- 
graphical essay by E. H. Plumptre, M.A. 2 vols. 
London^ 1865. 8*. 

A " second ediiion, revised^^ was publisked in 1867^ 

Sophocles. The seven plays in English verse, by Lewis 
Campbell, LL.D. 
London^ 1883. 8*. 

As shflwn behWf six of the seven plays here collected had 
previously been published in three volumes between 1873 and 1876. 

Sophocles ; translated into English verse by Robert Whitelaw. 
London, 1883. 8*. 

The Dramas of Sophocles ; rendered in Ei^lish verse, dra- 
matic and lyric, by Sir Geoige Young. 
Cambridge, 1888. 8*. 

Three Plays of Sophocles— Antigone ; Electra ; Deianira, or 
the Death of Hercules ; translated into English verse by Lewis 
Campbell. 
Edinburgh, 1873. ^, 

The King Oedipus and Philoctetes of Sophocles ; translated 
into English verse by Lewis CampbeiL 
Edinburgh, 1874. 8*. 

The Downfall and Death of King (Edipus. A drama in two 
parts. Chiefly taken from the CEdipus Tyrannus and Coloneus 
of Sophocles. [By Edward Fitzgerald.] 
London, 1880. 4^ 

Ajax of Sophocles ; translated from the Greek, with notes. 
[By L. Theobald.] 
London, 1 7 14. I2^ 

Sophocles' Ajax. The Death and Burial of Aias. A tragedy ; 
translated into English verse by Lewis Campbell. 
Edinburgh and London^ i^'jfh 8*. 

An Imitative Version of Sophocles' Tragedy, Antigone ; with 
its melodramatic dialogue and choruses, as written and adapted 
to the music of Dr. Felix Mendelssohn-Bartholdy, by W. Bar- 
tholomew. 
London, 1845. ^^ 

Another edition was published in the same year. 
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Z090KA6OUC * Avnr6vH. The Antigone of Sophocles in Greek 
and English ; with an introduction and notes ; by J. W. 
Donaldson. 
London, 1848. 8^ 

The Electra of Sophocles ; presented to her highnesse the 
Lady Elizabeth ; with an epilogue shewing the parallel in two 
points, the Return and the Restauration ; by C W. [Christopher 
Wase.] 2 parts. 
The Hague, 1649. 8*. 

Electra, a tragedy ; translated from Sophocles, with notes, by 
Mr. Theobald. 
London, 1714. I2^ 

The Electra of Sophocles [translated by W. Drennan] ; Belfast, 
1817. 8». 

Sophocles. Electra ; translated by G. C. Fox. See iEscHY- 
Lus. The Prometheus of iEschylus, ^'c, 1835. 8". 

An abridged English version of Sophocles' (Edipus at Colonos ; 
written and adapted by William Bartholomew to the music of 
F. * Mendelssohn-Bartholdy. 
London, 1848. 8^ 

CEdipus, King of Thebes ; a tragedy [in five acts] ; translated 
from Sophocles, with notes, by Mr. Theobald. 
London, 1715. I2*. 

[A free translation of the CEdipus Tyrannus ; by T. Maurice.] 
London, 1779. 4*. 

Part rfthe author^s " Poems and Miscellaneous Pieces.'^ The 
translation was again published in 181 3 in a volume entitled 
" Westminster Abbey, and other poems," and again in 1822. 

CEdipus, King of Thebes ; translated by Sir Francis Hastings 
Doyle. 
London, 1849. 16^. 

CEdipus the King ; translated from the Greek of Sophocles 
into English verse by E. D. A. Morshead. 
London^ 1885, 8^ 
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CEdipus the King. The dialogue metrically rendered by K. 
Conybeare . . . with the songs of the choros as written for the 
music of Dr. Stanford by A. W. Verrall. 
London, 1887. «•. 

The CEdipus Tyrannus of Sophocles, as performed at Cam- 
bridge, Nov. 22-26, 1887 : with a translation in prose by R. C. 
Jebb, and a translation of the songs of the chorus ... by A. 
W. Verrall. 
Cambridge^ 1887. 8*. 

The CEdipus Tyrannus of Sophocles ; rendered in English 
verse, dramatic and lyric, by Sir George Young. 
Cambridge, 1887. 8». 

An instatnunt of the complete edition published in 1888. 



EURIPIDES. 

The Nineteen Tragedies and Fragments of Euripides ; trans- 
lated by M. Wodhull. 4 vols. 
London, 1782. 8^ 

A new edition in three volumes was published in 1809; the' 
Htppolytus and Jphigeneia alone were published in Dublin in 
1786. 12^ 

The Tragedies of Euripides, translated [by R. Potter]. 2 vols. 
/. Dodsley: London, 1781-83. 4^ 

Editions in two volumes were published in 1808 and 1 8 14, and 
one in three in 1832. The Alcestis and the Hecuba were pub- 
lished separately at Reading in 1809 and 1827, in connection 
rvith performances at Reading School, Selections from Patterns 
translation were also printed in San fords ** Works of the British 
Poets:' 

Select Tragedies of Euripides ; translated from the original 
Greek [by J. Bannister]. 
Lnndon, 1780. 8«. 

The Phoepissae, Jphigeneia in Aulis, Troades and Orestes, 
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Translations from Euripides ; by J. Cartwright, A.M. 
London, [1868]. 8». 
Medeay Ipkigeneia in AtUis^ Iphigineia in Tauris. 

The Medea, Alcestis, and Hippolytus of Euripides ; translated 
into blank verse, with the choruses in lyric and other metres, 
by the Rev. Henry Williams. 
London, 187 1. 8®. 

The Bacchanals and other plays by Euripides : the Bacchanals 
translated by Henry Hart Milman ; the other plays translated 
by M. Wodhull, with an introduction by Henry Morley. 
London, 1888. 8®. Part of MorUy's Universal Library, 

The Alcestis ; translated into English verse, according to the 
text of Monk, by the Rev. James Banks. 
London, 1849. 8^ 

The Alcestis of Euripides ; translated into English verse by 
W. Fielding Nevins, B.A. 
London, 1870. 8^ 

Balaustion*s Adventure ; including a transcript from Euripides 
\i.e., 2l translation of the Alcestis]. By Robert Browning. 
London, 1871. 8*. 

The Alcestis of Euripides ; translated from the Greek into 
English, now for the first time in its original metres, with pre- 
face, explanatory notes, and stage directions, suggesting how it 
might have been performed [by H. B. L.]. 
London, 1884. %^, 

The Bacchanals of Euripides; traiislated into English by 
Mons. Glouton. 
BHghton, 1845. 8*. 

The Bacchanals of Euripides ; translated by Henry Hart 
Milman. 
See iEscHYLUS. Agamemnon, ^c, 1865. 8*. 

The Bacchae of Euripides ; translated into English verse ; with 
a preface by James E. Thorold Rogers. « 
Oxford, 1872, 8». 
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The Cyclops : a satyric drama ; translated into English verse 
fay P. B. Shdley. Performed in the original Greek at Magdalen 
Collie School, Oxford, April 28 and 29, 18S2. 
Oxford, 1882. «•. 

Hecuba ; a tragedy [in five acts, and in verse, translated, with 
alterations, by Richard West]. 
London^ 1726. 4^ 

Hecnba ; translated from the Greek of Euripides ; with anno- 
tations, chiefly relating to antiquity [in five acts and in verse ; 
the dedication signed : T. M. —>:«., T. Morrell]. 
London^ 1749. 8^. 

Another edition wasptiblished in the same year. 

The Trojan Queen's Revenge. [Hecnba, in English verse, by 
A. H. Beesley.] 
London^ 1875. ^' 

Aristophanes' Apology, including a transcript from Euripides 
[f.^., from the Hercules Furens], ^c, \ by Robert Browning. 
London^ 1875. 8®. 

The Crowned Hippolytus of Euripides, together with a selec- 
tion from the pastoral and lyric poets of Greece ; translated into 
English verse by Maurice Purcell Fitzgerald. 
London, 1867. 8<^. 

The Crowned Hippolytus ; translated from Euripides, with 
new poems, by A. Mary F. Robinson. 
London, 1881. 8*. 

The Ion of Euripides, now first translated into English ; with 
preface and notes by H. B. L. 
Undon, 1889. 8*. 

Iphigeneia in Tauris ; a tragedy [in five acts ; translated by 
G. West]. 
London, 1749. 8*. 

Part of an edition of the Odes of Pindar, 

The Medea of Euripides ; translated by John R. Lee, M. A. 
London, 1867. 8"*. 
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The Medea of Euripides; literally tnmslated into English 
▼erse by Augusta Webster. 
London^ 186S. 2f*. 

Jocasta : a Tragedie \i.e, , the Phoenissae] ; written in Greke 
by Euripides ; translated and digested into Acte by G. Gascoygne 
and F. Kinwelmershe. 

Part of Gascoygne^ s Hundredth Sundric Flowres boutidc up in 
one small Poesie, 
I-ondoH [1572], [1575], ^c. 



ARISTOPHANES, 

The Comedies of Aristophanes, translated into familiar blank 
verse, with notes, preliminary observations on each play, 6*^., 
by C A. Wheelwright To which is added a dissertation on 
the old Greek comedy, from the German of Wachsmuth. 
2 vols. 
Oxford^ 1837. ^. 

The Comedies of Aristophanes ; translated by T. Mitchell. 
Vols. I, 2. 
London, 1820-22. 8^. 

Contains only the Achamians, knights, Clouds, and Wasps» 

The Comedies of Aristophanes ; translated into corresponding 
English metres by Benjamin Dann Walsh. Vol. I. 
London, 1837. 8*. 

Contains only the Achamians^ the Knights, and the Clouds. 

Eight Comedies of Aristophanes; translated into rhymed 
metres by Leonard Hampson Rudd. 
London, 1867. 8*. 

Reprinted, with the Greek, for the performance of the Achar- 
mans, by Undergraduates of the University of Pennsylvania, in 
the Academy of Musie, in Philadelphia^ May 14 and 15, 1886. 
Philadelphia, 1886. 4^ 
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Aristophanes* A metrical version of the Achamians, the 
Knights, and the Birds ; in the last of which a vein of peculiar 
humour and character is for the first time detected and developed ; 
[by the Right Hon. John Hookham Frere]. 3 parts. 
London^ \%^ 4^. ^ 

Printed at Malta in 1839. 

These three plays, together with Freris version of the Frogs 
and a fragment of the Peace were reprinted in the collected 
editions of his works in 1872 and 1874. In 1886 Prof 
Morley issued the three plays as a volume of his ^* Universal 
Library.'** In 1883 Frere* s version of the Birds was 
separately reprinted at Cambridge \together with Mr, Swin- 
burne* s translation of the Parabasis]^ in connection with the per* 
formance at the Theatre Royal. 

The Acharnians of Aristophanes ; translated into English verse 
by Charles James Billson, B. A. 
London, 1882. ^, 

The Acharnians of Aristophanes ; translated into English 
verse by R. Y. Tyrrell. 
Dublin, 1883. 8*. 

The Birds of Aristophanes ; translated by the Rev. Henry 
Francis Gary. With notes. 
London, 1824. 8^ 

The Birds of Aristophanes, in one act. Being an humble 
attempt to adapt the said '* Birds" to this climate, by giving 
them new names, new feathers, new songs, and new tales ; by 
J. R. Planch<$. 
London, 1846. I2^ 

The Birds of Aristophanes; translated into English verse, 
with introduction, notes, and appendices, by B. H. Kennedy. 
London, 1874. 8^ 

See next entry • 

The Birds of Aristophanes. The Greek text, as performed 
by members of the University at the Theatre Royal, Cambridge, 
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November, 1883 ; with the English version of B. H. Kennedy. 
[With a preface by C. W.— il^., C. Waldstein.] 
London, 1883. 8«. 

The Ecclesiazusse ; or. Female Parliament ; translated by the 
Rev. Rowland Smith. 
Oxford, 1833. 8«. 

The Revolt of the Women ; a free translation of the Lysistrata 
(acted at Athens, B.c. 411) ; by Benjamin Bickley Rogers. 
London [1878]. 8». 

The Clouds of Aristophanes ; [translated by R. Cumberland], 
[London\ 1797. 8®. 

'Api(iT09avouc ElpHVH. The Peace of Aristophanes, acted at 
Athens at the Great Dionysia, B.C. 421. The Greek text revised ; 
with a translation into corresponding metres and original notes ; 
by Benjamin Bickley Rogers. 



TTAouT096aAMia TTXouTOfaMia : a pleasant comedie [in five 
acts, in prose and verse], entituled, Hey for Honesty, Down 
with Knavery ; translated out of Aristophanes his Plutus ; by 
T. Randolph ; augmented by F. J. 
London, 1 65 1. 4^ 

Reform ; a farce modernised from Aristophanes, and published 
with annotations by S. Foote, Jr. \i,e,^ F. Wrangham. A 
satire on Tom Paine.] Gr» and Eng. 
London, 1792. 8*.- 

From the Flutus. 

Plutus, or the God of Riches ; a comedy of Aristophanes ; by 
Edmund F. J. Carrington, Esq., B.A., Oxon. 
London, 1825. 8®. 

The Plutus of Aristophanes ; translated into English verse by 
C. P. Gerard. 
London, 1847. S^* 
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The Frogs ; a comedy ; translated from the Greek of Aris- 
tophanes, by C Dunster, A.M. 
Oxford^ [1870?]. 4*. 

The Frogs of Aristojrfianes ; translated by Charles Cavendish 
Clifford, B.C.L. 
Oxford^ 1848. 8«. 

The Wasps ; the Greek text revised, with a translation into 
corresponding metres and original notes, by Benjamin Bickley 
Rogers, M.A. 
London^ 1875. 4®. 
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